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PREFACE 


Padre Pio said, “After my death I will do more. My real mission will 
begin after my death.” Padre Pio’s spirit continues this promise which is 
confirmed by the testimonies of countless people who have received 
graces through his intercession. 

The Prayer Groups which Padre Pio founded have produced great 
fruits of faith and devotion in many parts of the world. They have 
pledged to be “reservoirs of love” at the service of the Church’s 
suffering body. 

Pope Benedict XVI met with members of the Prayer Groups in 
Rome in 2006, on the occasion of the 50th anniversary of the hospital 
which Padre Pio founded, the Home for the Relief of Suffering. On that 
day, 30,000 people gathered to listen to the Holy Father’s inspiring 
words. He said, “Spurred on and sustained by the example of Padre Pio 
and by his intercession, do your best to emulate him in order to help all 
to live a profound spiritual experience, centered on contemplation of the 
Crucified Christ, revealer and mediator of the merciful love of the 
Heavenly Father.” 

“Pray, hope, and don’t worry” was Padre Pio’s constant advice to 
those who sought his help. His spiritual counsel was always simple, yet 
filled with divine wisdom. It seems that the great number of Padre Pio’s 
spiritual children throughout the world is not diminishing, but steadily 
increasing. In our suffering and troubled world, Padre Pio’s words still 
resound, bringing hope and healing. 

Padre Pio is continuing his mission, his mission of love and service. 
I hope and pray that the stories in this book will touch your heart and 
connect you to Heaven. 


Father Louis Solcia C.R.S.P. 

Spiritual Director of the Padre Pio Prayer Group 
Our Lady of the Rosary Catholic Church 

San Diego, California 


INTRODUCTION 


One day I happened to glance on my desk at a stack of the Padre Pio 
publications that I write, Pray, Hope, and Don’t Worry. It suddenly 
occurred to me that I had written enough issues to collect into book 
form. And that is exactly what I have done in this volume. 

Most of the stories in this book are taken from personal interviews 
that my husband, Deacon Ron and I have conducted with people who 
had met Padre Pio personally. I never expected that we would have the 
opportunity to speak to so many people who knew Padre Pio but when 
the word got around that we were interested in recording such 
testimonies, many people stepped forward and were very happy to share 
their experiences with us. What a blessing it has been to put their stories 
in writing. We have traveled to many different parts of the United States 
for the interviews. 

Other chapters in the book focus on various aspects of Padre Pio’s 
life and spirituality that have always been of great interest to me. Still 
other chapters concern Padre Pio’s friends from the early days. 
Although I did not have the privilege of meeting them, their stories are 
timeless and rich with inspiration. I have also included some of the 
correspondence that I have received through the years, sent to me by 
Padre Pio’s spiritual children from near and far. 

Meditating on St. Pio’s life, his work, and his insight into the deep 
spiritual realities of life has been of inestimable help to me on my faith 
journey. Pope Paul VI once said, “The world does not need teachers and 
preachers. It needs witnesses.” Padre Pio was one of those witnesses. 

Padre Pio has often been called, “The greatest mystic of the 
twentieth century.” I believe that is a true statement. Through 
conversations with so many people who met Padre Pio, I feel I have 


been given a glimpse into a soul who was endowed with remarkable 
mystical gifts and privileges and blessed by God in an extraordinary 
way. In this book, I want to share that glimpse with you. 


Diane Allen 


When Jesus wants to make me happy, he fills my heart with that 
spirit which is all fire, and talks to me about his delights; but when he 
wants to be consoled, he tells me about his pains, and invites me in a 
manner that is both a request and a command, to offer my body to 
alleviate his suffering. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 1 


PADRE PIO’S WAY OF THE CROSS 


Padre Pio’s life may be aptly described as a Way of the Cross. He 
lived the mystery of the Cross. Our Christian faith teaches us that 
suffering which is accepted and offered to God for the reparation of sin 
and for the salvation of souls, has an immense value. Even as a youth, 
Padre Pio understood the transcendent value of suffering. He once said, 
“If humanity could realize the value of suffering, they would ask for 
nothing else.” 

On one occasion Padre Pio said to his spiritual director, Father 
Benedetto Nardella, “My sufferings are more precious to me than gold.” 
His sufferings were precious to him because he was able to see them in 
the light of God’s will. He saw everything in the light of God’s will. 

The Lord permitted Francesco Forgione (Padre Pio) from his earliest 
years to suffer crosses, one after another. He was born in Pietrelcina, one 
of the poorest regions of southern Italy, on May 25, 1887. His parents, 
Grazio and Giuseppa Forgione, shared a life of poverty and hard manual 
labor on their tiny landholding. Three of Padre Pio’s siblings died as 
infants. The Forgiones had to accept the long absence of Grazio as he 
traveled to America twice to live and work in order to support his family 
and to earn the needed money for Padre Pio’s seminary education. 


Throughout his life, Padre Pio suffered from a number of prolonged 
and debilitating illnesses. He was afflicted with severe headaches, 
dizziness, asthma, intestinal trouble, chest pains, pulmonary infections, 
back pain, bronchitis, respiratory illnesses, fevers, and more. When 
Padre Pio was asked on one occasion how long he had been suffering, 
he replied that he had been suffering from the time he was in his 
mother’s womb. 

The painful illnesses which weakened Padre Pio’s body were 
nothing compared to the pain that he experienced in bearing the wounds 
of the stigmata in his hands, feet, and side. He also experienced the pain 
of Christ’s Passion in the scourging, the crown of thorns, and the 
shoulder wound. Padre Pio wrote, “The Heavenly Father has not ceased 
to allow me to share in the sufferings of his only begotten Son, even 
physically. These pains are so acute as to be absolutely indescribable 
and inconceivable.” (Letters I) 

Father Alessio Parente was often nearby in the mornings when Padre 
Pio changed the half-gloves that he always wore to cover the stigmata 
on his hands. Padre Alessio noticed that even the slightest touch to his 
hands caused him intense pain. 

Many people who were close to Padre Pio observed that his walk 
was slow and dragging as though he was bent under a great weight. 
Professor Gerardo De Caro observed this and said: 


One evening as I was standing by his cell, I saw Padre Pio 
return from the choir, walking with his shoulders bent over and 
with his chest almost touching his knees. His sandals shuffled 
across the ground as he dragged himself along like one carrying 
the cross. He must have been in great pain walking. 

He rested his weight on the edges of his feet and his heels so 
as not to press on the wounds of his feet. I looked at him and he 
looked at me. Immediately, and with great effort he straightened 
himself. For an instant I saw him like Jesus under the cross. 
After confession, I said to him, “Padre, you are like Jesus.” And 
Padre Pio tried to reprove me. 


Padre Pio was in great pain as he ascended the altar every morning 
to celebrate Mass. Padre Vincenzo of Casacalenda wrote about Padre 
Pio’s Mass and said: 


We remember him . . . his simple and absorbed deportment, 
yet he nevertheless appraised the difficulties of walking through 
the tightly packed crowd which only unwillingly made room for 
him to pass. His face showed no trace of splendor or of a 
supernatural power, but rather an expression of pain. . .One 
never wearied of looking at him. He was entirely suited to the 
mystery of the Passion which he seemed born specially to 
celebrate. 


Father Alessio Parente described Padre Pio during the offertory of 
the Mass and said, “He remained for a long time as if unable to move, 
his eyes full of tears, invariably fixed on the Crucifix, while he offered 
to the Heavenly Father, the bread and wine that were to become the 
Body and Blood of Jesus.” 

Like Father Alessio, Brother Modestino Fucci also observed Padre 
Pio’s tears during the Mass. He saved five handkerchiefs that were used 
by Padre Pio while celebrating Mass, two of which he used to dry his 
tears and the other three to wipe the perspiration from his forehead. 
Brother Modestino saw that there was blood on all five of the 
handkerchiefs. 

A Capuchin missionary priest once visited Padre Pio and asked him 
for advice. He told Padre Pio that he wanted to stay in Italy rather than 
return to the foreign missions but was not sure whether he should ask 
his superior for permission. “Why do you want to stay in Italy?” Padre 
Pio asked him. “Because I have a pain in my shoulder which bothers me 
greatly,” the missionary answered. “My brother,” Padre Pio replied, “it 
will take a great deal for it to be like my pain. Go back to the missions 
immediately.” The Capuchin followed his advice and returned to the 
foreign missions. 

As word spread that Padre Pio had received the stigmata, crowds 


started flooding to San Giovanni Rotondo. Many priests, seeing the 
large numbers of people that flocked to Padre Pio’s Mass, resented his 
popularity and publicly discredited him. Some of his bitter opponents 
sent letters of complaint to the Holy Office in Rome and spoke of him in 
harsh terms to the Holy Father. He was often slandered in the press. 
Many believed that his wounds were self-inflicted or caused by hysteria. 
Padre Pio never raised his voice to defend himself or respond in any 
way to his critics. A man once asked Padre Pio, “Is the devil tormenting 
you?” Padre Pio replied, “No, but now the earthly persecutions are 
beginning.” 

Rome was informed about the extreme and often fanatical devotion 
that a number of overly zealous pilgrims exhibited toward Padre Pio. 
Some claimed to possess relics of Padre Pio which were being sold for a 
high price. The Holy Office in Rome wanted to discourage people from 
making pilgrimages to San Giovanni Rotondo but the crowds who 
attended Padre Pio’s Mass kept increasing. 

In 1922, the first restrictions from the Holy Office were put into 
place. Among other things, Padre Pio was forbidden to give the faithful 
a blessing. He was not allowed to speak of the stigmata or to show the 
wounds to anyone. He was forbidden to let anyone kiss his hand. His 
Mass was not to be said at any set hour but at varied times, in the hope 
that fewer people would attend. He was no longer allowed to answer 
any letters that were sent to him. He was ordered to cease all 
communication with Padre Benedetto, who had been his spiritual 
director for twelve years. 

The order to cease communication with Padre Benedetto came as a 
terrible blow to Padre Pio. He depended on the excellent spiritual 
counsel of Padre Benedetto and was deeply hurt by this turn of events. 
Padre Benedetto understood him like no other and Padre Pio was able to 
open his heart easily to this wise and gifted priest. Padre Benedetto lived 
for twenty more years and the two priests were never to see or speak to 
each other again. 

A number of years later, someone asked Padre Pio if he had a 
spiritual director. He answered, “I had a spiritual director and it was 


Padre Benedetto, but since they took him away from me, I have had 
none.” Padre Agostino Daniele replaced Padre Benedetto as Padre Pio’s 
spiritual director. While he enjoyed a close, filial friendship with Padre 
Agostino and benefitted greatly from his spiritual counsel, Padre Pio 
indicated that Padre Benedetto was the only person who ever truly 
understood his soul. 

While Rome had legitimate concerns about the excessive devotion 
of some of Padre Pio’s admirers, the harsh interventions that ensued 
were hard to fathom and even harder to justify. In 1931, more severe 
restrictions from the Holy Office were announced. A decree was issued 
on June 12, 1931 that deprived Padre Pio of almost all of his priestly 
faculties. He was forbidden to say Mass in public. Instead, his Mass 
would be said behind closed doors, in an interior chapel of the 
monastery. He was no longer allowed to hear confessions or to receive 
visitors. He would be separated from those who needed his help and 
from those whom he wanted to help. When his superior brought him the 
news, he bowed his head and covered his eyes with his hands. He made 
no public statement about the decree. 

This was a time of great sadness in Padre Pio’s life. The enforced 
segregation, almost like solitary confinement, was a heavy cross. Padre 
Agostino visited Padre Pio shortly after the decree was announced. He 
wrote in his diary: 


I found Padre Pio very low. As soon as we were in his cell 
together, he started to cry ... I was very moved but I was able to 
check my emotions. Padre Pio told me that he felt this 
unexpected trial very deeply. I told him, “Everything will work 
for God’s glory and for the good of souls.” “But it is precisely 
for souls that I feel this trial,’ he answered. I said to Padre Pio, 
“You keep on praying and suffering for souls. Jesus will be able 
to save many of them, even without your ministry, by accepting 


only your suffering.” 


Padre Pio listened to Padre Agostino’s sound advice and acted on it. 


He kept on praying and suffering for souls and he remained submissive 
and obedient to the Church. He said, “The hand of the Church is gentle 
even when it strikes because it is our Mother’s hand.” Cardinal 
Giuseppe Siri, the Archbishop of Genoa, Italy said: 


The first who ought to have recognized Jesus Christ are those 
who sent him to the Cross; the same thing happened as well to 
Padre Pio. . . He was reduced to a reject, was secreted away, 
impeded, even to the point of being prohibited from 
communicating with the people. 


On July 15, 1933, Pope Pius XI ordered the Holy Office to lift the 
ban against Padre Pio whereby he was allowed to resume his public 
ministry. Pope Pius XI indicated that he had not been given accurate 
information regarding Padre Pio. He said, “I was not ill-disposed against 
Padre Pio. I was ill-informed about him.” However, for the rest of his 
life, Padre Pio would be doubted and held in suspicion by many 
members of both the clergy and the laity and periodically investigated 
by the Holy Office. 

Throughout his life, Padre Pio was tormented and attacked by devils. 
He once spoke of the demonic attacks to his secretary, Padre Alessio 
Parente and said, “If you could see what I see, you would be dead.” 
Once when Padre Pio was staying at St. Anne’s friary in Foggia, a local 
bishop had come for a visit. One evening during dinner, the bishop as 
well as the other Capuchins who were present, heard frightening sounds 
coming from Padre Pio’s cell. They were aware that it was a diabolical 
attack. The bishop was so terrified by the noise that he never again 
returned to the friary. 

For many years, Padre Pio experienced periods of spiritual aridity 
and darkness. He worried that his life was not pleasing to the Lord and 
at times he felt abandoned by God. He never presumed his own 
salvation, and the thought that he might not be saved tormented him and 
caused him great suffering. St. John of the Cross, the Spanish mystic, 
saint, and Doctor of the Church wrote extensively about the “dark night 


of the soul,” the state of spiritual aridity and darkness that many 
individuals experience on their spiritual journey. St. John of the Cross 
explained that God leads certain souls through the trial of the “dark 
night” for the sake of spiritual purification. It is a time of purgation, 
whereby the soul is prepared for a closer union with the Lord. Padre Pio 
endured the dark night of the soul for prolonged periods throughout his 
life. 

Padre Pio once wrote to Padre Agostino and said, “My father, never 
stop praying for me and asking others to pray for me so that these 
violent spiritual afflictions do not crush me.” It is ironic to note that 
although Padre Pio was generally in complete darkness concerning his 
own soul and how he stood in the sight of God, he was able to discern 
with great wisdom, through his gift of reading hearts, the interior state 
of those who came to him for spiritual direction. 

The sadness which Padre Pio’s environment caused him was another 
painful station on his long Way of the Cross. He was distressed by the 
disorderly conduct and fanaticism of a number of the pilgrims who 
came to the monastery. Once, Padre Pio showed his habit to the superior 
of the monastery, Father Carmelo. It had been cut with scissors and the 
cord had been slashed. Many of the pilgrims considered Padre Pio’s 
clothing, or any of his personal possessions for that matter, to be relics. 
Some were willing to go to any extreme to possess one. There seemed to 
be no solution to the problem. 

As Padre Pio grew older, he needed more personal assistance from 
his fellow Capuchins than ever before. His brothers in religion felt it a 
privilege to assist him. However, Padre Pio continually worried that he 
was becoming a burden to his religious community and it was hard to 
convince him otherwise. Up to two or three years before his death, he 
always led the evening devotions in the church. When he recited the 
prayer, “The Visit to Our Blessed Lady” he would cry as he prayed, “I 
beg you to help me always but especially toward the end of my life.” 

Padre Pio was saddened by the decrease in priestly vocations to the 
Capuchin order to which he belonged and by the abandonment of many 
of the Capuchin traditions and customs which were very dear to his 


heart. Nevertheless, he remained deeply committed to his priestly 
vocation. His great desire was to continue to work and labor in the 
vineyard of the Lord, right up to the end of his life. On the 50th 
anniversary of his first Mass, he prayed, “I desire nothing other than to 
love, to suffer another fifty years for my brothers; to burn for all with 
you, Lord, with you on the Cross.” 

Many members of the Capuchin community in San Giovanni 
Rotondo wanted a Way of the Cross to be erected behind the monastery 
of Our Lady of Grace. Father Michael Placentino took a great interest in 
the project. One day he asked Padre Pio what he thought of the idea. 
“Among the many beautiful things which we want to do, this is one of 
the most beautiful,” Padre Pio replied. 

Francesco Messina, considered by many to be the most talented 
artist in all of Italy, was asked by Father Placentino to carve the 14 
Stations of the Cross in bronze. “I cannot do it,” Francesco replied. “My 
hands are now stricken with arthritis and the pain is intense.” “But Padre 
Pio wants the Way of the Cross to be erected on the monastery 
grounds,” Father Placentino replied. “Did you say that Padre Pio wants 
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it? I cannot refuse our spiritual father. I will do the work!” Francesco 
said. 

On the day before he died, Padre Pio blessed the first stone of the 
Way of the Cross, marking the beginning of the work. The monumental 
project was not completed until three years after Padre Pio’s death. In 
the fifth Station of the Cross, Messina decided to fashion a bronze 
sculpture of Padre Pio. He represented him as Simon of Cyrene, bent 
down under the heavy weight of the Cross, helping Jesus on his way to 
Calvary. 

On May 25, 1971, the day of the inauguration of Messina’s 14 
Stations of the Passion of Jesus, the Archbishop of Naples, Cardinal 


Corrado Ursi gave the dedication speech. He said: 


During his whole life, Padre Pio lived the mystery of the 
Cross. He was a man who suffered as Christ suffered, who was 
crucified with Christ. He bore sufferings of every description- 


humiliations, misunderstandings, and betrayal, cheerfully and 
calmly, obedient to God even unto death, as Jesus was. His 
sufferings were caused not merely by men, for the demons also 
loaded him with intense moral and physical suffering. From 
dawn to dusk, moreover, the moral disorders, sufferings, and 
despair, the product of sin, converged on him from all parts of 
the world, carried there by the innumerable penitents who 
crowded around his confessional. 


Padre Pio’s vocation was a call to imitate the suffering Christ. He 
understood well the doctrine of Christian suffering. He had studied in 
the school of suffering and had pondered its meaning his whole life 
long. In a letter to Padre Benedetto he wrote, “Believe me, I find 
happiness in my sufferings. Jesus himself wants my sufferings. He needs 
them for souls.” (Letters I) 

Our faith teaches us that we are never alone in our sufferings; God is 
with us. And God was with Padre Pio as he carried his heavy cross and 
followed in the footsteps of Jesus. 


The only thing I can boast about is the cross of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, through whom the world is crucified to me, and I to the world. 
— Galatians 6:14 


I think people remember this great man [Padre Pio] because he was 
a great saint. He lived the life of a saint. What he did during his life 
touches all nations. I think the world needs Padre Pio. 

— Padre Clemente da Santa Maria in Punta 


CHAPTER 2 


THE EXTRAORDINARY PERFUME OF PADRE PIO 


The extraordinary charism of perfume in the life of Padre Pio is well 
known and well documented. Thousands of people have testified that on 
occasion they have experienced suddenly and without explanation the 
perception of the perfume or fragrance that has come to be associated 
with Padre Pio. For the faithful, the perfume is regarded as an 
unmistakable sign of his presence. It has often served to communicate 
the message of a grace that is to be received. It has acted as a comfort to 
those who were suffering. At times, it has served as a warning of 
impending danger. At other times, it has been a signal of Padre Pio’s 
protection. It has consoled the bereaved and has admonished those who 
were straying off course. Sometimes called “the aroma of paradise,” 
when Padre Pio was alive, it frequently acted as a forceful call or 
summons for certain individuals to visit him in San Giovanni Rotondo. 

At times, the perfume could be perceived directly from Padre Pio’s 
person, his clothing, his belongings, on the things which he touched, and 
in the places which he passed through. When his clothing was 
laundered, the water sometimes gave forth a wonderful perfume. Most 
of the people who were close to Padre Pio sooner or later experienced 
the characteristic fragrance. It could be perceived from a distance, even 
hundreds of miles away. It was reported that at the time of Padre Pio’s 
burial, when his body was laid in the crypt in the friary church of Our 


Lady of Grace, a very noticeable perfume permeated the entire area. 
Thousands have experienced the perfume since his death. 

Padre Rosario of Aliminusa, was the superior of the monastery in 
San Giovanni Rotondo from September 1960 to January 1964. When he 
first arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo, he noticed the fragrance 
associated with Padre Pio every day during Vespers for a period of 
almost three months. He said that the aroma was strong and pleasant but 
difficult to describe. Once when he was in the old sacristy of the church, 
Padre Rosario noticed the fragrance of perfume on the chair used by 
Padre Pio for the men’s confessions. At other times, the perfume 
seemed to be issuing from Padre Pio’s hands. 

The bishop of Monopoli, Italy, Msgr. Antonio D’Enchia wrote, “In 
many cases I was told of the phenomenon of the perfume emanating 
merely from a picture of Padre Pio.” Bishop D’Enchia noted that in 
most cases, the perfume seemed to signify a grace that was about to be 
received by the individual who experienced it. Padre Pio once described 
it as “sweets for the children.” One of Padre Pio’s spiritual sons once 
told him that he had not experienced the perfume for a long time. “You 
are here with me and so you don’t need it,” Padre Pio replied. 

It is interesting to note that a number of the people who stated that 
they perceived the fragrances associated with Padre Pio had never even 
heard of him at the time they had the experience. Many have had no 
interest in religion. In their numbers have been non-believers, agnostics, 
atheists, and those with an open hostility to any form of spirituality. 
Many have been people who were unwilling or unable to believe in the 
idea of the charismatic phenomenon of Padre Pio’s perfume and yet 
they admitted that they experienced it. Padre Pio has a message for each 
one. Often it is a call to turn back to God, a call to conversion. 

An engineer from Milan once experienced the charismatic gift of 
Padre Pio’s fragrance and described it as far from a sweet-smelling 
perfume. The engineer had a very good friend who was one of Padre 
Pio’s spiritual sons. He often invited the engineer to accompany him to 
San Giovanni Rotondo to visit Padre Pio. The engineer always declined 
the invitation. He had no interest in anything connected with religion 


and was living a very worldly life at the time. 

The engineer’s friend spoke to him from his heart one day and said, 
“IT have been praying for you and I have also asked Padre Pio to pray for 
you.” He then gave the engineer a small photograph of Padre Pio. 
Although he did not want to accept it, he took the photo and put it in his 
pocket in order to please his friend. A few days later, the engineer 
noticed an odor which surrounded him and followed him wherever he 
went. It had the unpleasant smell of something that was burning. “I 
cannot understand what this odor is,” the engineer said to himself. “I 
don’t know what to make of it.” Suddenly a voice spoke within his heart 
and said to him, “It is your extremely bad life!” 

The experience was a true wake-up call for the engineer and he 
began to think about the wretched state of his soul. He had the desire to 
see Padre Pio and make his confession to him. He decided to go to San 
Giovanni Rotondo at once. His confession of his sins and the absolution 
he received from Padre Pio was the beginning of a brand-new life for 
him. It marked his return to the Church after a twenty-six year absence. 

The fragrances associated with Padre Pio have been experienced not 
only by adults but by children as well. On one occasion, Mrs. Mario 
Pasqualini wrote a letter to Padre Pio, thanking him for the healing of 
her six-year- old daughter. Her daughter, who had always suffered from 
a weak constitution, suddenly became very ill. Her temperature climbed 
to 104 degrees. Several of Padre Pio’s spiritual children who were 
visiting the Pasqualini family at the time, suggested that they all join in 
prayer to Padre Pio on the little girl’s behalf. Almost immediately, the 
girl opened her eyes and remarked that she noticed a very sweet 
fragrance in the room. She told her mother that it reminded her of the 
incense that was used at their parish on special feast days. At once, her 
fever broke. When the doctor arrived, she was completely well. 

Gennaro Cascavilla was the vice-rector of the Third Order of Saint 
Francis in San Giovanni Rotondo. Once when he was at the monastery, 
he saw a seminarian and inquired whether he knew which cell belonged 
to Padre Pio. The seminarian took him to Padre Pio’s cell. 

Hoping to get even a small glimpse of the inside of the cell, Gennaro 


looked through the keyhole. At once, he was struck by a breeze that 
emitted a wonderful perfume. Gennaro experienced a joy which was so 
great that he did not want to leave. He wanted to remain in front of 
Padre Pio’s cell door for as long as he possibly could. He called several 
people over who were nearby and each one said that they also 
experienced the wonderful fragrance. Gennaro paused briefly before 
each one of the other cells in the monastery but perceived no fragrance. 
On certain occasions when Padre Pio celebrated Mass, the church 
would become filled with the distinct and characteristic perfume. 
Brother Modestino, who knew Padre Pio for many years recalled: 


In the morning, I presented myself in the sacristy to serve 
Padre Pio’s Mass but there were already some others there who 
were disputing over this privilege. Padre Pio interrupted this 
subdued shouting by saying, “He alone will serve Mass,” 
indicating me. Not another word was said. I accompanied Padre 
Pio to the altar of St. Francis and, the little gate being closed, he 
began to say Mass completely recollected. At the “Sanctus” I 
had an unexpected desire to smell again that indescribable scent 
that I had already experienced many times when kissing Padre 
Pio’s hand. The wish was immediately granted. A cloud of scent 
enveloped me. It kept on increasing until I could hardly breathe. 
I gripped the balustrade so as not to fall. I was about to faint and 
mentally I asked the Padre to prevent me from making a fool of 
myself in front of the people. At that precise moment, the scent 
disappeared. That evening as I accompanied Padre Pio to his 
cell, I asked him for an explanation of the phenomenon. He said 
to me, “My son, it is not I. It is the Lord who acts. He allows it 
to be smelled when and by whom He wishes. It all happens as 
and how He wishes.” 


A fascinating story regarding the extraordinary perfume of Padre Pio 
involves an incident that was recorded in the book, “The Pierced Priest,” 


by Jim Gallagher. It concerns Mrs. Kay Dick who was the headmistress 


of St. Jude’s Primary School in Barlanark, in eastern Glasgow, Scotland. 
One summer, when Kay was taking time off for vacation, the caretaker 
of the school noticed a strong scent of perfume coming from Kay’s 
office. It aroused her curiosity. Day after day, she noticed the perfume 
but was never able to find its source. She wondered if it might be issuing 
from the walls of the office. But the question that struck her was, “Why 
would perfume be issuing from the office walls?” It made no sense. The 
caretaker was completely mystified by the powerful and pervasive 
fragrance which did not fade but remained strong throughout Kay’s 
absence. Whoever came into Kay’s office, noticed it as well. 

When Kay returned from her vacation, the caretaker told her about 
the unusual phenomenon. When the two went into her office together, 
Kay immediately noticed the fragrance but was at a loss to explain it. 
Finally, she opened a drawer of her desk and the perfume became so 
strong that both she and the caretaker had to take a step back. There in 
the drawer were several picture postcards of Padre Pio. Before she left 
on her vacation, Kay put the pictures there, praying and entrusting the 
school to Padre Pio’s protection. 

Throughout the year, the school was constantly being vandalized 
and the summer months had the greatest incidents of vandalism. During 
Kay’s absence, St. Jude’s Primary School had no incidents of vandalism 
nor was it vandalized for any of the time that she was employed there. 

At least four doctors who experienced the charismatic fragrance of 
Padre Pio left a written testimony describing it. One doctor who left a 
detailed report was Dr. Giorgio Festa. Dr. Festa was a skilled and highly 
esteemed surgeon from Rome who was commissioned by the Capuchin 
General to examine Padre Pio’s stigmata. He first visited the provincial 
of the Capuchins in Foggia and carefully read all of the documents that 
were available on Padre Pio. Afterward, he and the provincial traveled 
together to San Giovanni Rotondo. 

As a guest in the monastery, Dr. Festa was able to observe Padre Pio 
closely. Dr. Festa noticed his cheerfulness, his sense of humor, and his 
welcome patticipation with the other Capuchins during times of 
recreation. Dr. Festa remarked that Padre Pio seemed transformed 


whenever the conversation turned to spiritual matters. He noticed his 
total consecration to prayer and his desire to be of help to those who 
sought his counsel. Dr. Festa said: 


On the whole, the person of Padre Pio, above all, as regards 
his face and his glance, reveals something so simple, so good, 
sometimes so childlike, that it inspires liking, and gives the 
impression of great sincerity. The life he leads in the friary is 
austere and simple. Humility and modesty characterize his spirit, 
and they constitute one of the greatest attractions to those who 
approach him. 


Dr. Festa told Padre Pio that he wanted to take a sample of the blood 
from the wound of the stigmata in his side so that he could examine it 
under a microscope. Padre Pio always kept a piece of cloth over his side 
wound to absorb the blood. Dr. Festa removed the blood-soaked cloth 
and put it in a small case. When he left the monastery on his way back 
to Rome, he shared a taxi with several other people. Despite the strong 
ventilation in the moving vehicle, the people in the car noticed a 
beautiful fragrance which surrounded them and they commented on it. 
The fragrance was described as a combination of violets, lilies, and 
roses. Dr. Festa soon discovered that the fragrance was coming from the 
cloth in the case. 

In Rome, Dr. Festa put the blood-soaked cloth in one of the drawers 
in his office. During the following days and for a long time afterward, it 
filled the room with a wonderful perfume. Many of the patients who 
entered Dr. Festa’s office noticed the fragrance and asked him for an 
explanation. 

Padre Pietro da Ischitella, who served as the provincial of the 
Capuchin friary in San Giovanni Rotondo, was well aware of the many 
charismatic gifts possessed by Padre Pio, including the fragrances. 
Padre Pietro stated that the fragrance came from the blood of Padre 
Pio’s stigmata. He described the blood as “very pure and perfumed.” 

There have been a number of different fragrances associated with the 


charismatic perfume of Padre Pio. Included is the fragrance of roses, 
lilies, violets, carnations, pine, cologne, incense, camphor, honeysuckle, 
lavender, carbolic acid, fine oriental tobacco, medicine, sulphur, orange 
blossoms and other sweet-smelling flowers, cinnamon, vanilla, licorice, 
eucalyptus, phenol acid, and more. Sometimes the fragrance has been 
described as having a fine, subtle and delicate nature and at other times 
it has been described as strong, penetrating and overpowering. It has 
been experienced as coming in waves, wafts, or intermittent bursts of 
fragrance. At times the fragrances have been impossible to describe as 
they had never before been experienced by the individual. Some have 
described the fragrances as similar to a peaceful and gentle breeze 
which uplifts the spirit. It is a phenomenon which is supernatural in 
origin and cannot be explained by either human logic or reason. It is 
contrary to every law of nature and science. To speak of it in spiritual 
terms, it is “of the Lord.” 

Dr. Giuseppe Gusso had a unique experience on one occasion in 
regard to the perfume of Padre Pio. Dr. Gusso was standing at the door 
of Padre Pio’s cell along with five other people when all who were 
present experienced the aroma. However, it was not the same fragrance 
for everyone. The individuals who were standing with Dr. Gusso all 
perceived different fragrances. When Padre Pio opened his door to greet 
them, the aromas instantly disappeared. 

Padre Clemente da Postiglione lived in the same friary with Padre 
Pio for many years. He too experienced the charismatic perfume. Padre 
Clemente wrote: 


On October 3, 1923, the vigil of the Feast of Saint Francis 
and the day I was to leave San Giovanni Rotondo for 
Montefusco, I went to see Padre Pio, to take leave of him after 
my short stay at the friary. I found him in the sacristy of the old 
church, where he received me with a smile. He was full of 
kindness. When I went toward him to embrace him and to say 
goodbye to him, I was surrounded by an intense fragrance of 
violets, so intense that I was almost overcome. At the same time 


this perfume bound me so tightly to the Padre that I could not 
succeed in moving away from him. 

When, after many efforts, I sought to take leave, this perfume 
became so strong and drew me nearer to the beloved Padre, who 
did not tire of smiling at me and embracing me. So it was for 
about ten minutes. For me it was an experience as welcome, 
pleasant and unforgettable as could be. 

As to the question of perfume, this is what happened to me 
on another day. I was in residence at San Giovanni Rotondo and 
I was bringing Holy Communion to the sick. One winter 
morning, it was snowing. As God willed, I arrived at the home 
of Dr. Sanguinetti, the doctor who was instrumental in building 
Padre Pio’s hospital, the Home for the Relief of Suffering. When 
I rang the bell, I found myself surrounded by a strong perfume. 
To tell you the truth, I thought it came from the ladies of the 
house, and I said to myself, “Those blessed ladies! They are 
always thinking of putting perfume on themselves!” Returning to 
the friary (after realizing that the fragrance did not come from 
the ladies), I told the story to Padre Pio and asked him, “Padre, 
why did you make me smell your perfume?” Padre Pio replied, 
“Because I love you.” 


Padre Pio acknowledged that he had received numerous spiritual 
gifts from the Lord, but he always understood that they were exactly 
that - they were “gifts.” They came from God. They belonged to God. 
Padre Pio never took any credit for them. He never felt worthy of them. 
When a friend once questioned him about the many favors he had 
received from the Lord, Padre Pio said simply, “You know, they are a 
mystery to me too.” 

On one occasion, Padre Pio told his spiritual director Padre 
Benedetto, “I attach no importance to my extraordinary state. For this 
reason, I never stop asking Jesus to lead me by the ordinary way 
followed by everyone else, for I am well aware that the way by which 
Divine Mercy is leading me is not suitable for my soul, accustomed as it 


is to very material food.” On another occasion he said, “God made all 
things. His creation includes the stars and the humblest domestic 
utensils. I belong to the second category.” 

The Capuchin priests and brothers who lived at the monastery of 
Our Lady of Grace said that it was not Padre Pio’s supernatural gifts 
that attracted them to him but rather his spirit of prayer, his simplicity, 
his sense of humor, and his love for people. One of his confreres said, 
“Padre Pio’s life as a Capuchin friar was so humble and hidden, that if it 
was not for all the extraordinary phenomena about him, we would 
hardly have noticed him.” 

The charism of perfume that the Lord gave Padre Pio always carried 
a message, a message that served to help souls on their spiritual journey. 
“Turn to God,” Padre Pio used to say to the people who would seek him 
out. “Believe in God. Trust Him for a miracle.” For many people, that 
miracle was Padre Pio. 


Lord, you know that you alone are the life of my soul, my highest 
love, my light, my God, my all. Without you, life is so dead, so empty. 
Without you, Lord, life is not worth living. 

— Blessed Pauline von Mallinckrodt 


Padre Pio imitated Jesus as the Crucified One out of love of what 
our Divine Savior underwent for the sins of men. But Padre Pio also 
loved the mother of Jesus. He loved her as a son and honored her by 
always holding the Rosary and using it. For him the Rosary was an 
encounter with God through Mary. 

— Fr. Augustine McGregor, O.C.S.O. 


CHAPTER 3 


PADRE PIO’S LOVE FOR THE VIRGIN MARY 


One of the outstanding characteristics of Padre Pio’s profound 
spirituality was his deep and abiding devotion to the Virgin Mary. His 
love for Mary was one which was present from the early years of his 
childhood. It was a love that grew steadily in fidelity and devotion, 
lasting throughout his entire life. 

Francesco Forgione (Padre Pio) who was born on May 25, 1887 in 
Pietrelcina, Italy was baptized the following day in the parish church of 
St. Anne. The church of St. Anne was dedicated to Our Lady of the 
Angels and from his young years, Francesco had a great love for Mary, 
Queen of the Angels. Throughout his life, he was assisted and protected 
by the continual presence of Jesus and the Virgin Mary. The role his 
guardian angel played in defending and protecting him is also well- 
documented. When he was only five years old, Francesco consecrated 
his life to God. Padre Agostino Daniele of San Marco in Lamis wrote in 
his diary about young Francesco and said, “The ecstasies and the 
apparitions began at the age of five, when he first had the desire to 
consecrate himself to the Lord, and they were continuous.” 

Pietrelcina, the small town where Francesco grew up, has a long 
history of devotion to the Virgin Mary. Our Lady Liberatrix (Our Lady 


of Liberty) was the special patroness of the area and was venerated in 
the parish church. Every year there was a festival in her honor with a 
procession through the streets. 

Francesco’s parents, Grazio and Giuseppa Forgione, both deeply 
religious, raised their children to love God above all things and to be 
firmly rooted in their Catholic faith and in the teachings of the Church. 
As a family, the Forgiones went to church every day and prayer came 
before all other activities. Padre Pio’s mother, Giuseppa, by word and 
by example, taught her children to love the Virgin Mary and to pray the 
Rosary daily. Firm in her faith and in the love of God, Giuseppa had a 
special devotion to Our Lady of Mount Carmel. 

The Virgin Mary, who was close to Francesco all through his 
childhood, assisted him in a special way when he was fifteen years old, 
on the eve of his departure for the Capuchin novitiate in Morcone. 
Francesco felt a strong attachment to his family and friends and the 
thought of leaving them and all that was familiar to him was extremely 
painful. As the day of his departure grew near, the sadness in his heart 
increased at the thought of saying goodbye. It caused him to feel as if 
his “very bones were being crushed.” The day before he left for 
Morcone, he had a vision of Jesus and the Virgin Mary. Resplendent 
and beautiful in glory, they appeared to him and assured him that they 
were with him and would remain with him as he embarked on a new 
life. Jesus laid his hand on young Francesco’s head in a blessing. The 
experience strengthened him to such a degree that he was able to bid 
farewell to his family without shedding a single tear. 

Francesco entered the Capuchin novitiate on January 6, 1903. On 
January 22, he was vested in the habit and given the name Brother Pio. 
Brother Pio excelled in the novitiate in Morcone. He embraced the 
rigorous monastic life, the austerity, the penance and self-sacrifice. He 
loved the study of Sacred Scripture, the silence of the cloister, the 
communal prayers, the solitude. The Capuchin monastery in Morcone 
was considered by many to be extreme and inflexible in its strict 
practices. A number of the novices did not fare well and left on their 
own accord. Brother Pio was deeply committed to his vocation from the 


very beginning. He persevered and did not complain or criticize his 
superiors like many of the others did. 

At the top of the stairs in the novitiate, there was a painting of Our 
Lady of Sorrows with words inscribed in Latin, “Remember to say a 
Hail Mary as you go by.” Brother Pio would always genuflect and say a 
prayer to the Virgin each time he passed. One of the novices, Brother 
Guglielmo said, “He (Brother Pio) was extremely pious in the fulfilment 
of his practices of devotion. He would be the first, with great fervor and 
faith, to make acts of adoration, to pay reverence and to make 
genuflections before the Blessed Sacrament and the image of Our 
Lady.” 

As a young Capuchin preparing for the priesthood, Brother Pio’s 
great piety was observed by both his teachers and his fellow students 
alike. Padre Leone, a fellow student recalled, “He (Brother Pio) was a 
person of ordinary talent, but he always knew the lesson, although we 
had the impression that he did not study a great deal. Using one excuse 
or another, I would go to his cell and almost always I would find him on 
his knees in prayer, his eyes red from weeping. I could say that he was a 
student of continuous prayer.” Padre Ilario, another one of his 
classmates wrote, “As a student at Montefusco, I would be with Brother 
Pio in choir as he recited the Office of the Blessed Virgin and sometimes 
I saw him with tears in his eyes. He was sickly, of delicate health, 
frequently with a fever and suffering severe pains.” 

Brother Pio was ordained to the priesthood on August 10, 1910 and 
thereafter became known to everyone as Padre Pio. He was sent to the 
monastery of Our Lady of Grace in San Giovanni Rotondo in 1916. 
Padre Pio loved the simplicity and solitude of the monastery and was 
very happy to be a part of the religious community there. Our Lady of 
Grace was the patroness, not only of the monastery, but also of the town 
of San Giovanni Rotondo. A beautiful painting of Our Lady of Grace 
which dates back to the 13th century was venerated in the sanctuary of 
the church. Padre Pio spent countless hours in prayer, gazing at the 
beautiful image of Our Lady of Grace. For many years he lived in cell 
number five, and the words of St. Bernard were inscribed on his door, 


“Mary is the foundation of my hope.” Mary was indeed the foundation 
of Padre Pio’s hope. Due to the many years he lived at the monastery in 
San Giovanni Rotondo, from 1916 until his death in 1968, Our Lady of 
Grace is the Marian image, which more than any other, is most closely 
associated with him. 

Pope John Paul II spoke of Padre Pio’s love for Our Lady of Grace 
to a large gathering of pilgrims in Rome on June 17, 2002, the day 
following Padre Pio’s canonization. The Holy Father said, “May the 
Blessed Virgin Mary whom Padre Pio called by the beautiful name of 
Our Lady of Grace, help us to follow in the footprints of this Religious 
who is so beloved by the people.” 

Like a natural son would feel toward his own mother, Padre Pio 
wanted to protect and shield his Heavenly Mother from any hint of 
disrespect. He could not bear to hear her name dishonored. Once, a 
young man went to Padre Pio to make his confession and accused 
himself of cursing. When Padre Pio asked him whom he had cursed, he 
told him that he had cursed Jesus and Mary. The young man said that 
upon hearing this, Padre Pio looked “as though he had been stabbed in 
the heart.” “You really cursed Jesus and Our Lady?” Padre Pio asked 
him incredulously. Then Padre Pio seemed to collapse against the 
kneeler. He said to the young man, “What more could Jesus and Mary 
do for us than what they have already done.” 

On one occasion, at the monastery of Our Lady of Grace, some men 
were having a discussion regarding the Blessed Virgin Mary. Different 
viewpoints were shared and a number of the ideas that were expressed 
were in opposition to the teachings of the Church. Padre Pio found the 
conversation very difficult to endure. He asked his superior for 
permission to leave the room. “This talk upsets me very much,” he said, 
“and I must leave at once.” His superior granted his request. 

In 1955, the Archbishop of Agra, India, his Excellency, Most 
Reverend Msgr. Giuseppe Evangelisti visited Padre Pio. He brought a 
beautiful painting of Our Lady of Grace with him and asked Padre Pio 
to bless it. He explained that he intended to build a shrine in Sardhana, 
in northern India, where the painting of the Virgin would be venerated. 


Padre Pio was very happy about the Archbishop’s plan. He kissed the 
painting and blessed it and told the Archbishop that he would pray to 
Our Lady of Grace for her children in India. In 1957, the shrine at 
Sardhana was completed and during the solemn inauguration, the 
painting was taken in procession and placed in the chapel of the shrine. 
On that day, a boy who was so ill that the doctors could offer no hope 
for his recovery, was instantly healed when he touched the painting. The 
healing of the young boy was the first in a long list of healings and 
special favors that many were to receive who visited the shrine. 

Padre Pio venerated Mary according to her many titles. He was 
devoted to Our Lady of Loreto, Our Lady of Lourdes, Our Lady of 
Fatima, Our Lady Liberatrix, Our Lady of Grace, Our Lady of Sorrows, 
Our Lady of Pompeii, Our Lady of the Assumption and more. 

Several days prior to the feasts of Our Lady, Padre Pio prepared 
himself by giving up certain foods that he enjoyed. He asked his 
superior for permission to give up fruit every Wednesday in honor of the 
Blessed Virgin and he found many other ways to make sacrifices in her 
honor. He fasted completely on the feast of the Immaculate Conception 
and on all of the other feasts of the Virgin Mary. He also fasted on the 
feast days of Our Lord, Saint Francis of Assisi, and St. Michael the 
Archangel. 

Dr. Mario De Giacomo had a great admiration for Padre Pio. On one 
occasion when he was visiting Padre Pio at the monastery, he asked him 
if he liked a certain Italian dish called spaghetti ala napoletana. Padre 
Pio said that he enjoyed it very much and that it had been a long time 
since he had eaten it. The doctor wanted to bring the dish to him for 
dinner and Padre Pio agreed to it. The next evening the doctor brought 
the specially prepared meal to Padre Pio’s cell. Padre Pio said the 
blessing over the food and then became quiet. He said to the doctor, 
“Mario, why don’t we offer this to Our Lady. Please take it to the poor. 
They will enjoy it so much and the Virgin Mary will bless you for your 
kindness.” The doctor did what Padre Pio requested. 

On August 15, 1929, on the Feast of the Assumption, Mary made a 
visitation from Heaven to Padre Pio in order to console him. It was a 


time in his life when he was beset by a multitude of trials, both physical 
and spiritual. On that day, while Padre Pio was celebrating Mass, Mary 
appeared to him holding the Infant Jesus in her arms. Padre Pio wrote: 


This morning, I went up to the holy altar, I know not how. 
Physical pain and interior grief competed as to which could most 
afflict my poor being ... A mortal sadness pervaded me through 
and through and I thought that all was finished for me . . . At the 
moment of consuming the Sacred Species of the Eucharist, a 
sudden light flooded through me and I clearly saw the Heavenly 
Mother with the Christ Child in her arms, who together, said to 
me, “Be at peace. We are with you. You belong to us and we are 
yours.”. . .I felt the whole day as if I was engulfed in a sea of 
indescribable sweetness and love. (Letters IV) 


Padre Pio felt at a loss to express in full, his gratitude to the Virgin 
for the many graces she had showered on him throughout his life. He 
used to say, “She treats me as if I were her only child on the face of the 
earth. Her loving care toward me cannot be described in words.” In a 
letter to Padre Benedetto, he wrote: 


My only regret, dear Father, is that I have no adequate means 
with which to thank the Blessed Virgin Mary, through whose 
intercession I have undoubtedly received so much strength from 
the Lord, to bear with sincere resignation the many humiliations 
to which I am subjected day after day . . . and I do not believe 
this strength comes to me from the world. (Letters I) 


Our Lady of Sorrows was one of the titles of the Virgin that Padre 
Pio frequently contemplated. Padre Pio meditated on the Passion of 
Jesus and on Mary’s devotion to her Son as she stood at the foot of the 
Cross. He would say to his spiritual children, “Go and keep company 
with Jesus in his Passion, and with his Sorrowful Mother.” 

Padre Pio recommended devotion to the Sorrowful Virgin to one of 


his spiritual daughters, Madame Katharina Tangari. Katharina first 
visited the Capuchin monastery of Our Lady of Grace in San Giovanni 
Rotondo in 1950. The beauty of the Mass celebrated by Padre Pio made 
a profound impression on her and she returned to the monastery more 
than seventy times. 

One Easter, Katharina received a beautiful Dominican edition missal 
as a gift. Her great desire was to have Padre Pio write an inscription in 
the front of her missal. She asked the superior of the monastery to give 
her missal to Padre Pio to sign. The superior told Katharina that he 
could not make any promises. He explained that it was very difficult to 
accommodate all the requests that were made by the pilgrims. Katherina 
waited patiently for two months and when her missal was finally 
returned to her, Padre Pio had written on the first page, “If you want to 
assist at Holy Mass with devotion and fruitfully, keep company with the 
Sorrowful Virgin at the foot of the Cross on Calvary.” 

Padre Pio encouraged people to approach the Virgin Mary with faith 
in her maternal and loving heart. On July 18, 1916, he wrote to his 


spiritual daughter, Giuseppina Morgera: 


You must remember that you have in Heaven not only a 
Father, but also a Mother .. . And if our wretchedness saddens 
us, if our ingratitude to God terrorizes us, if the memory of our 
faults hinders us from presenting ourselves to God our Father, let 
us then have recourse to Mary, our Mother. She is all sweetness, 
mercy, goodness, and love for us, because she is our Mother. 


When speaking about the Virgin Mary, Padre Pio used many 
endearing terms. He called her Queen of martyrs, Comforter, heavenly 
Mother, Mediatrix of all graces, most tender Mother of priests, Mother 
most pure, Morning Star, merciful Mother in Heaven. He saw the Virgin 
as the consoler of the afflicted, the advocate of sinners, the refuge of 
sinners, the most beloved. He frequently referred to her simply as 
“Mother.” An image of the Madonna was found to be weeping in one of 
the parish churches in Italy. The bishop of the diocese asked for an 


investigation into the matter and after much study the bishop declared 
that the phenomenon was of supernatural origin. When Padre Pio was 
told about the image of the Madonna he said, “When Our Lady is 
weeping, things are not going well.” 

Father Mariano went to Padre Pio’s cell one evening to visit him. 
When he greeted Padre Pio, he saw that several other Capuchins were 
visiting him as well. One had brought a statue of the Virgin for Padre 
Pio to bless. Padre Pio was asked if he liked the statue and he replied 
that it was indeed beautiful. Father Mariano exclaimed, “But Padre Pio 
sees more. He can see the Madonna in flesh and blood.” Padre Pio then 
said, “From the time her Son crucified me, she has never left this cell of 
mine.” And to Padre Tarcisio da Cervinara who once asked Padre Pio if 
it was true that he was assisted in the confessional by St. Francis and the 
Virgin Mary, he replied, “My son, if it were not for those two with me, 
what would I be able to accomplish?” 

When Padre Pio’s eyesight grew weak and it became difficult for 
him to read, his superiors allowed him to replace the Mass of the day 
with the Mass of Our Lady and also to replace the reading of the Divine 
Office with the prayers of the Rosary. He preferred the Rosary above all 
other prayers and insisted that his spiritual children carry a Rosary with 
them at all times and pray it every day. For Padre Pio, the Rosary was a 
profound meditation on the mysteries of the Christian faith. 

Padre Pio defined the Rosary as, “The synthesis of our faith, the 
expression of our charity, and the foundation of our hope.” He referred 
to the Rosary as a “crown of graces.” On one occasion when Padre Pio 
had forgotten his Rosary, he said to Padre Onorato, “Please, go to my 
cell and get my weapon.” Padre Onorato did not understand and so he 
asked Padre Pio what he meant. “Please go and get my Rosary,” he 
answered. He called the Rosary a “weapon against the evil in the 
world.” 

Padre Pio was aware that many people had abandoned the practice 
of the Rosary, considering it outdated and too repetitious. Nevertheless, 
he never stopped encouraging people to pray the Rosary daily. He said 
to one of the friars: 


My son, if we do what we have always done, what our 
fathers did before us, we cannot go wrong. Satan wants to 
destroy this prayer, but in this he will never succeed. The Rosary 
is the prayer of those who triumph over everything and 
everyone. It was Our Lady who taught us this prayer, just as it 
was Jesus who taught us the Our Father. 


Padre Pio once said, “Some people are so foolish that they think 
they can go through life without the help of the Blessed Mother.” By 
word and deed, Padre Pio taught those who were close to him to pray 
continually for Mary’s intercessory help. Padre Pellegrino Funicelli, 
who spent many years at Padre Pio’s side, knew how fortunate he was to 
be guided spiritually by Padre Pio. In an effort to encourage Padre 
Pellegrino in the daily recitation of the Rosary, Padre Pio once said to 
him, “If you will recite the Rosary daily, you will become an angel.” 

One day when Padre Pellegrino and Padre Pio were sitting together 
in the monastery garden enjoying a moment of relaxation, Padre Pio 
noticed one of his fellow Capuchins, Brother Costantino, who was 
sitting a short distance away. The elderly Brother was praying his 
Rosary in the open air. Padre Pio recognized that Brother Costantino, in 
his great devotion to the Mother of God, was a great spiritual role model 
for all of the other Capuchins. Padre Pio said to Padre Pellegrino: 


Do you see Brother Costantino? Old and sick as he is, he 
seems now to be worth nothing. And yet, as an obedient son of 
Holy Mother Church, who knows how to hold a Rosary in his 
hand and knows how to pray to the Madonna, he is worth more 
than you or me. Do you know why he has so much peace of 
soul? Because he has placed all his trust in the Most Holy 
Virgin, and because he interests himself as little as possible in 
the problems of the world. His spirit of prayer and his devotion 
to the Most Holy Virgin are virtues that wash away all defects 
and all human weaknesses. He draws on himself the gaze of the 
Madonna and his prayers have saved many souls. 


You think that the penitents are attracted by the confessor, 
but instead they are spurred on to penance by these hidden 
prayers. The Madonna listens to these devout sons of the Holy 
Church. I would almost say that she gets her strength from the 
prayers of these men whom you consider useless. For me, these 
brothers in the faith always say something on behalf of the Most 
Holy Virgin, on behalf of the Church, and on behalf of God. 


Padre Pio’s love for Mary was evident as he prayed the Rosary 
whenever there was a free moment in his busy day. He carried a Rosary 
with him at all times and was either holding it in his hand or had it close 
by. One of the Capuchins who assisted Padre Pio in the morning when 
he washed his hands, said that he would wash first one hand and then 
the other, because he wanted to keep one hand free to hold his Rosary. 

Danny Hickey of St. Albans, New York, as an American G.I. 
stationed in Italy during World War II, visited Padre Pio’s monastery on 
a number of occasions. After he returned to the U.S., he felt a call to the 
priesthood, entered the seminary, and upon completion was ordained as 
a Capuchin priest. During his visits to the monastery, Danny had a 
chance to observe Padre Pio closely and he gradually became aware of 
his great fidelity to prayer. Danny said: 


Padre Pio was usually seen standing with his right hand in 
the front fold pocket of his Capuchin habit. A few times when he 
withdrew his hand, he was seen to be fingering a small chaplet of 
beads. It seems it was Padre Pio’s habit not to waste a second but 
to fill each one with a prayer. If there was any lull in the 
conversation, no matter how short, his lips would be seen to 
move slightly as he prayed. But there was nothing ostentatious in 
all this; it was a long time before I was aware of what he was 
doing, though I had noticed his hand constantly in the breast 
pocket of his habit. 


Padre Pio had the ability to impart his own love and enthusiasm for 


the Rosary to others. One of the members of the Capuchin community 
in San Giovanni Rotondo once saw a number of men standing together 
in a group near the church. They all had rosaries in their hands. Happily, 
and with a great sense of pride, the men said to the Capuchin, “It is 
Padre Pio who taught us how to pray the Rosary.” Toward the end of 
Padre Pio’s life, someone asked him, “What inheritance do you wish to 
leave to your spiritual children?” He answered simply, “The Rosary.” 

Father Alessio Parente served as the personal assistant to Padre Pio 
from 1958 to 1961 and again from 1965 to 1968. He wrote, “I was at 
Padre Pio’s side for six years, and in all that time I never saw him 
without the Rosary in his hands, night and day. Our Lady never refused 
him anything through the Rosary . . . The Rosary was Padre Pio’s 
constant link with Our Lady.” 

Knowing Padre Pio’s great devotion to the Virgin Mary, Father 
Alessio once said to him, “You have such a great love for the Blessed 
Mother. Would you like to make a pilgrimage to Lourdes?’ He 
answered, “I do not have to go to Lourdes. I go there every night. I see 
Our Lady of Lourdes every night.” On the wall of his cell, he had a 
picture of Our Lady of Lourdes as well as Our Lady Liberatrix, Our 
Lady of Purity and more. 

Once, a man traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo and was able to 
speak to Padre Pio briefly. He had brought a number of rosaries with 
him and he asked Padre Pio to bless them. When he returned to his 
home, he was going to give the blessed rosaries to a number of his 
friends who were sick. The man was impressed to observe that Padre 
Pio took the request seriously. Before blessing the rosaries, he prayed 
for a long time over them. 

Padre Pio blessed thousands of rosaries in his lifetime and he also 
gave religious medals and holy cards to his visitors as a token of his 
affection. Often on the back of the holy cards, he would inscribe a short 
message. On one holy card he wrote, “May Mary always look upon you 
with maternal love, lighten the weight of your exile, and one day reveal 
Jesus to you in the fullness of His glory, without the fear of ever losing 
Him again.” 


Padre Pio’s day began very early. He would rise every morning 
between 2:30 a.m. and 3:30 a.m. Three hours of sleep proved to be 
sufficient for him. He always wanted to offer to God the “first fruits” of 
the day and so he devoted the early morning hours to prayer and 
meditation as a preparation for his 5:00 a.m. Mass. When he left his cell 
in the morning, he would stop on the stairs before a picture of Mary 
Immaculate and pray. Then he would make his way to the sacristy, 
praying the Rosary all the while. 

Once, Father Carmelo questioned Padre Pio about his habit of rising 
so early in the morning. “What time do you get up in the morning?” 
Father Carmelo asked him. He answered that he rose at 3:30 a.m. or 
earlier. “But why do you get up at such an hour? Don’t you think that is 
a bit too early to rise?” Father Carmelo asked. Padre Pio answered, “But 
Father, we cannot prepare ourselves too much for Holy Communion.” 

At the end of each day, Padre Pio and his fellow Capuchins gathered 
together in the church for evening prayers. After the Rosary, they would 
pray St. Alphonsus de Ligouri’s prayer, the “Visit to Jesus in the 
Blessed Sacrament” and the “Visit to Our Blessed Lady.” Often Padre 
Pio’s voice was broken by sobs as he recited the beautiful prayers to 
Jesus and Mary. The Novena to the Sacred Heart of Jesus followed and 
was prayed for the intentions of all who had requested prayers. After the 
evening prayers, the members of the Capuchin community went to 
dinner in the refectory. Padre Pio, who had only one meal a day, at 
noontime, remained in the church to pray. 

When Padre Pio finally retired to his cell at night, one or two of the 
Capuchins would usually stop by to bid him goodnight. They would 
always recite a Hail Mary with him before parting. Padre Pio kept a 
Rosary on the table by his bed and one under his pillow, always close by 
and ready for use. 

One evening Father Carmelo stopped to visit Padre Pio in his cell. 
Padre Pio told Father Carmelo that he was going to say several more 
rosaries and then go to bed. “How many rosaries have you said today?” 
Father Carmelo asked. Because Father Carmelo was his superior, Padre 
Pio felt obliged to answer. “I have prayed thirty-four rosaries today,” 


Padre Pio said. 

Padre Pio’s love for prayer embraced his whole life. When someone 
inquired how he was able to pray so many rosaries each day, he 
answered, “The Lord asks this of me. He does not ask the same of you.” 
Once when he was ill, he confided to his superior, “What made me 
suffer the most was not being able to pray even one Hail Mary.” 

Padre Pio’s favorite month was the month of May because it is the 
month that is traditionally dedicated to Mary. How fitting that Padre Pio 
was born on May 25, during the month when Mary is honored 
throughout the universal Church. He used to say that May was the most 
beautiful month of all because it brings to mind, “the tenderness and 
beauty of Mary.” In a letter to Padre Agostino, Padre Pio wrote: 


For me, the month of May is a month of graces . . . Poor dear 
Mother, how you love me! I observed it once more at the dawn 
of this beautiful month. What great care she took to accompany 
me to the altar this morning. It seemed to me that she had 
nothing else to think about but me, as she filled my whole heart 
with sentiments of holy love. (Letters I) 


Padre Pio loved to say Mass at the altar of the Blessed Virgin Mary 
and the Mass of the Immaculate Conception was the Mass that he 
celebrated most frequently. To a spiritual daughter who asked him for a 
thought on the Madonna, he said, “My daughter, it is enough for you to 
know that Mary is the Mother of Jesus . . . She loves us so much that she 
offered to God the Father, his only natural Son to save his adopted sons . 
. . She is a great and inestimable treasure who encloses in herself an 
infinite treasure, the Son of God.” 

Padre Pio had a tender devotion to Our Lady of Pompeii and he 
prayed the novena to Our Lady of Pompeii throughout his life. A 
beautiful shrine that is dedicated to Our Lady of Pompeii is located in 
southern Italy, near the ancient city of Pompeii. The shrine was founded 
by the great friend of God, Blessed Bartolo Longo. After a dramatic 
conversion back to his faith, Bartolo became a Third Order Dominican 


and took the religious name Fratel Rosario (Brother Rosary) in honor of 
the Rosary. He dedicated the rest of his life to spreading devotion to the 
Virgin Mary. 

On one occasion, Bartolo was given a painting of the Madonna. The 
painting was in very poor condition for through the years it had become 
stained and marred. Bartolo decided to have the painting refurbished. He 
wanted to build an altar in the parish church and place the painting of 
the Madonna on it. When Bartolo requested permission from the bishop, 
the bishop told him that what was needed much more than an altar was a 
larger church. He asked for Bartolo’s help and Bartolo agreed to it. 
After much hard work, Bartolo completed the building project. He had 
the painting of the Madonna restored to its original beauty. Jewels were 
embedded into the painting as well as a crown which was placed on the 
Madonna. The image was put on a special altar in the new church. 

Bartolo realized that there was something altogether unique about 
the painting, something which, as he described it, “impressed the soul.” 
And it was true. Visitors to the new shrine, upon seeing the image of 
Our Lady of the Rosary, felt impelled to kneel down and to pray. The 
painting came to be known as the Madonna of Pompeii. Soon cures and 
favors were reported by those who prayed before the painting. One of 
the first reported miracles was the complete healing of Bartolo’s own 
mother, who had been on her deathbed. Bartolo decided to document the 
favors that were being received and it was not long before he had 
recorded more than 900 miracles. Bartolo also composed a novena to 
the Virgin of Pompeii which became widely circulated. As the word 
spread, more and more people had the desire to visit the shrine of Our 
Lady of the Most Holy Rosary in Pompeii and it soon became the 
destination of thousands. 

Bartolo Longo was beatified on October 26, 1980 by Pope John Paul 
II who called him the “Apostle of the Rosary.” Pope John Paul II had 
made a visit to the shrine of Our Lady of the Most Holy Rosary in 
Pompeii one year before he declared Bartolo blessed. The Holy Father 
returned to the shrine in 2003 to pray for world peace. More than four 
million people visit the shrine each year. 


Padre Pio made a number of pilgrimages to the shrine of Our Lady 
of the Most Holy Rosary in Pompeii. When he was fourteen years old, 
he traveled there with seven of his classmates and his teacher, Angelo 
Caccavo. He also made several visits to the shrine after his ordination to 
the priesthood. He had a great admiration for Bartolo Longo and on one 
occasion he sent him a holy card on which he inscribed, “For Bartolo 
Longo - May Mary always look down on you with a maternal eye and 
comfort you in your afflictions.” Bartolo once wrote a letter to Padre Pio 
asking for his advice on a personal matter and Padre Pio wrote back to 
him, offering his spiritual counsel. 

Throughout his life, Padre Pio made countless novenas to Our Lady 
of Pompeii. When he needed a special grace for himself or for someone 
else, he would frequently ask people to pray to Our Lady of Pompeii for 
his intentions. He wrote to his spiritual daughter Raffaelina Cerase, “I 
should like to ask you, if it is not inconvenient, to do me the kindness of 
making three consecutive novenas to the Virgin of Pompeii for a grace 
to be obtained for me from her Son, a grace which will mean a great 
deal to a certain soul.” (Letters IT) 

Padre Pio also wrote to Paolo Bavassano, thanking him for his 
prayers to Our Lady of Pompeii. He wrote, “I thank you for the novenas 
you made for me to Our Lady and I would ask you, if it is not 
inconvenient, to continue because I am in great need.” (Letters IV) 

It was the Virgin Mary who came to the aide of Padre Pio and 
assisted him in the many trials of his life, including the times when he 
was attacked and tormented by the devil. One night in 1964, the superior 
of the monastery was awakened by a terrible noise coming from Padre 
Pio’s cell. When he rushed to see what had happened, he found Padre 
Pio lying on the floor. He was bleeding from a gash on the right side of 
his face, above his eyebrow. His face was swollen and there were black 
circles under his eyes as though he had been punched. Bruises were 
observed on his shoulders. Underneath his head was a pillow. When the 
superior asked Padre Pio what had happened, he said that the devil had 
come in his cell and attacked him. The superior asked him who had put 
the pillow beneath his head and he replied, “The Madonna.” She had 


taken it from his armchair and placed it under his head. 

Padre Pio was unable to celebrate Mass for one week while 
recuperating from his injuries. The superior decided not to disclose the 
full facts of the story to the public. The people in San Giovanni Rotondo 
were told simply that Padre Pio was unable to say Mass because he had 
fallen out of bed and injured himself. Right before the assault, Padre Pio 
had been praying intently for a woman who was in great need. She was 
believed to have been a victim of diabolical possession. 

Padre Pietro Tartaglia, who served as the Father Guardian of the 
monastery of Our Lady of Grace, left a beautiful reminiscence of Padre 
Pio. He wrote: 


I can see him today as he appeared to me when I was a 
youngster. It was beautiful to see him there in the silence of his 
cell when we Capuchin aspirants went to him for confession. 
The dim light gave a mystical touch to his emaciated but radiant 
countenance. Near him was a photograph of his mother who had 
died a short time before, and a little statue of Our Lady. He 
spoke about her to us and taught us to love her. At a certain hour 
he used to walk in the friary garden, absorbed in his sufferings 
and his love while the beads slipped through the fingers of his 
wounded hands. And how full and ardent was his voice when he 
recited the Angelus with the others, in the garden, in the choir or 
at the window. Who could fail to be moved by the sight of him 
as he walked with painful steps toward the altar for evening 
devotions and in a voice breaking with emotion recited “The 
Visit to Our Blessed Lady.” 


The Bishop of Foggia, Most Reverend Msgr. Paolo Carta shared a 
close friendship with Padre Pio. One day he invited the Auxiliary 
Bishop of Pisa, Italy, Most Reverend Msgr. Antonio Angioni, to 
accompany him to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. He assured 
Msgr. Angioni that if he accepted the invitation, it would be an 


experience he would cherish for the rest of his life. Msgr. Angioni 


agreed to go. 

When the two bishops arrived at the monastery, the evening 
devotions had already begun. The church was filled to capacity but they 
managed to find seats on the last bench, in the gallery of the church. 
Because they were sitting in the back, they were not able to see the 
Capuchin who was leading the evening prayers. However, they were 
able to hear him clearly. Bishop Paolo Carta said: 


At the moment of our arrival, the priest was reciting the 
prayer to Our Blessed Lady. As I have said, we didn’t see him, 
but in the mystical silence of the little church, his voice reached 
us clearly and distinctly . . . That voice was so striking as he 
recited the prayer in vibrant and moving tones that it caused 
Msgr. Angioni to marvel. He turned to me and asked, “Who is 
reciting the prayer?” to which I replied, “Padre Pio.” How well 
Padre Pio prayed. One felt that he put his whole heart into it, his 
whole soul, his whole self . . . Msgr. Angioni, who is blessed 
with a delicate spiritual sensitivity, was at once aware of 
something exceptional, something extraordinary. It was the 
intense vibration of a soul filled with faith, the sweet outpouring 
of a heart full of love for Our Lady. Padre Pio pronounced each 
word very distinctly and, in such tones, as to touch the hearts of 
all present, even to the point of tears. 


On another occasion, Bishop Carta visited Padre Pio’s monastery 
and brought a friend with him, an officer from the province of Cagliari 
in Sardinia. Bishop Carta told Padre Pio that his friend wanted to “be 
assured of a ticket to Paradise.” He asked him for his thoughts on the 
matter. Padre Pio said simply, “Here we need Our Lady, we need Our 
Lady.” 

In April 1959, the Pilgrim Virgin statue of Our Lady of Fatima was 
taken from the shrine in Fatima, Portugal to visit a number of the 
provincial capitals in Italy. Foggia, not a great distance from San 
Giovanni Rotondo, was one of the cities where the statue of the 


Madonna was going to stop. Bishop Carta, was very happy that the 
Pilgrim Virgin would be making a visit to his diocese and was preparing 
the citizens of Foggia for the time of her arrival. 

Padre Pio had become ill with a serious case of pleurisy about the 
same time that the Pilgrim Virgin statue left Fatima. Because he had a 
great desire to see the image of the Madonna, a change was made in the 
schedule and San Giovanni Rotondo was added to the itinerary. Due to 
his illness, Padre Pio was unable to say Mass or hear confessions and 
was growing weaker by the day. He had to endure a number of painful 
procedures whereby the fluid was drained from his lungs. The superior 
of the monastery, alarmed at his condition, called in a number of 
specialists to examine him. Several doctors suspected that Padre Pio had 
a cancerous tumor on his lung but he was not convinced of it. More than 
once he was admitted to the hospital, the Home for the Relief of 
Suffering, but he was always anxious to return to his religious 
community. He said that he did not want to die in the hospital. He 
wanted to die in the monastery. 

Although incapacitated by his illness, Padre Pio was looking 
forward to the arrival of the statue of Our Lady of Fatima with great 
anticipation. Every evening from his sick bed, he spoke through a 
microphone to the faithful who were gathered outside. His brief but 
inspirational messages were received joyfully by his spiritual children. 
On July 12, during his evening address, he spoke of Mary and said, “Let 
us always love this Mother more and more and let us be confident that 
she shall not deny us anything because to her nothing is lacking and she 
has the heart of a Mother and a Queen.” 

Padre Pio waited with great longing for the day of the Pilgrim 
Virgin’s visit. He said: 


Our hearts are trembling for the arrival of this Mother. Why 
is she coming? Because she wants to visit her children. 
Therefore, it is an act of love. Therefore, let us prepare to empty 
our hearts of all that is neither of God, nor connects with God, 
nor leads to God. And this is the best welcome we can give to 


this celestial Mother. To keep something back is not worthy of a 
child in front of a Mother that is offering all of herself. This visit 
should not be limited to simple enthusiasm, but must remain 
permanent, as our Mother’s eye is permanently on us. Let us 
renew often the resolutions which we have made on this day of 
our celestial Mother’s visit. 


On July 27, Padre Pio announced that the novena was beginning in 
preparation for the visit that the “Heavenly Mother wants to make.” 
Each evening of the novena, Padre Pio spoke to the people of the “very 
special grace” that would be coming to all with the arrival of the Pilgrim 
Virgin statue. He encouraged everyone to give thanks to God and to 
increase their prayers and devotions. On August 5 he announced, “In a 
few minutes our Mother will be in our house . .. Open your hearts.” 

When the Pilgrim Virgin statue arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo, 
Padre Pio was in bed. He had been bedridden for more than three 
months. The statue was taken to the church of Our Lady of Grace and 
for her visitation, the church remained opened day and night. Padre Pio 
was brought to the sacristy in a wheelchair, where he kissed the image 
and placed a gold Rosary in her hands. Because of his extreme 
weakness, he had to be taken immediately back to his bed. 

Afterward, the Pilgrim Virgin image was taken through all of the 
wards of the Home for the Relief of Suffering. When the statue was 
leaving San Giovanni Rotondo, a huge crowd assembled in the square 
outside the church to bid her farewell. Padre Pio was taken to the 
balcony of the church to view her departure. As a farewell gesture to 
Padre Pio, the helicopter that was to carry the statue to Sicily, circled 
three times around the church before leaving. As Padre Pio watched 
from the window, he was overcome with sadness and he began to cry. 
He prayed, “Dear Mother, when you came to Italy, I became sick. You 
have visited me here and I am in the same condition. Now you are 
leaving. Will you not give me your blessing and heal me?” At that very 
moment, a sensation of warmth and a tremor ran through his entire 
body. All at once he felt completely well and had the desire to walk and 


to exercise a bit. The next day he wanted to celebrate Mass but his 
superior did not think it was advisable. That evening a doctor examined 
him and declared that he was well and could celebrate Mass the 
following day and resume all of his normal activities. 

After the Pilgrim Virgin statue left Italy, an article appeared in the 
newspaper voicing a complaint. Someone wrote that it would have been 
preferable if the Pilgrim Virgin had traveled to Monte Sant Angelo, to 
the well-known shrine dedicated to St. Michael the Archangel, rather 
than to San Giovanni Rotondo. When the article was brought to Padre 
Pio’s attention, he said simply, “Our Lady came here because she 
wanted to cure Padre Pio.” 

Padre Pio’s close companion, Padre Alberto D’Apolito, spoke to 
Padre Pio about his healing. “Some people are saying that it could 
simply be a coincidence that you recovered your health at the moment 
the Pilgrim Virgin left San Giovanni Rotondo,” Padre Alberto said. 
“The reality is that up until the departure of the Madonna, I felt so ill 
that I could not hold myself upright. I could not walk. I did not even 
have the strength to talk,” Padre Pio replied. “Now I can walk unaided, I 
can speak and I feel strong and energized. I do not care what others may 
say. lam certain that the Virgin interceded for me.” Padre Pio told many 
people about his miraculous healing through the intercession of Our 
Lady of Fatima. His eyes always filled with tears whenever he spoke of 
it. 

The pilgrims who came to Our Lady of Grace monastery, 
continually sought Padre Pio out, asking for his prayers. He encouraged 
the sick to pray and to have faith and he would often say, “Let us pray to 
Our Lady that she snatch this grace for you from the Heart of Jesus.” 
Never strong physically, Padre Pio entrusted his own health concerns to 
the care of the Mother of God. He said that God had put the problem of 
his health and a victorious outcome into the hands of his heavenly 
Mother. 

On May 5, 1957 on the one-year anniversary of the hospital which 
he founded, the Home for the Relief of Suffering, Padre Pio made a rare 
public speech. On that occasion, before a gathering of several thousand 


people, he prayed in thanksgiving for the hospital. He also invoked 
Mary’s intercession and prayed: 


May Our Lady of Grace who is the Queen to whom every 
day and many times in the day we manifest our love, and of 
whom we ask her maternal assistance, reign always in the city 
that will rise here and may she assist all of you. May the 
Madonna intensify the love of her children for the Vicar of 
Christ on earth, and one day may she show us Jesus in the 
splendor of his glory. 


William (Bill) Martin from Brooklyn, New York first met Padre Pio 
when he made a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1959. Bill visited 
Padre Pio again in 1964 and when it was time to say goodbye, Bill 
found it very difficult to leave. As he was waiting for the bus to take him 
to Foggia, one of the members of the Capuchin community came 
running toward him and told him that Padre Pio wanted him to stay on 
at the monastery. Bill was overjoyed at the news. He became a Third 
Order Franciscan and was thereafter known to everyone as Brother Bill. 
After Padre Pio’s death, he was ordained to the priesthood and took the 
name Father Joseph Pius. 

Brother Bill became Padre Pio’s personal assistant and worked close 
beside him on a daily basis. One afternoon, he and Padre Pio were 
sitting together on the veranda near Padre Pio’s cell. Enjoying the time 
of silence, each was occupied with his own thoughts. Brother Bill was 
thinking to himself what a great blessing it had been for him to have 
been able to spend so much time close to Padre Pio. He knew how 
fortunate he was and he wondered who had obtained this wonderful 
grace for him. Was it Padre Pio or was it Our Lady who was 
responsible? Although Brother Bill had not shared his thoughts with 
Padre Pio, at the exact moment that he was thinking about it, Padre Pio 
turned to him and said, “It was Our Lady.” 

On August 10, 1960, Padre Pio celebrated the 50th anniversary of 
his ordination to the priesthood. Between six and seven thousand people 


gathered in San Giovanni Rotondo to be present at his priestly Golden 
Jubilee. Included in that number were many of the doctors and 
administrators who served at the Home for the Relief of Suffering. 
Three bishops as well as the provincial superior of the Capuchin order 
assisted at the Mass. On that occasion, Padre Pio expressed his deep 
gratitude for his vocation to the priesthood. He also paid honor to his 
heavenly Mother. He prayed, “O Mary, most sweet Mother of priests, 
Mediatrix of all graces, from the depth of my heart I pray to you. I beg 
you, I implore you, to thank Jesus today, tomorrow and always for the 
inestimable gift of my 50th anniversary to the priesthood.” 

Toward the end of Padre Pio’s life, the burdens of old age and ill 
health weighed on him. He suffered not only from the pain of the 
stigmata but also from exhaustion, weakness, severe headaches and 
many other physical ailments. Subject to asthma attacks, it was often 
difficult for him to breathe. In the last three years of his life, his fellow 
Capuchins noticed that he became more and more silent. When he had 
company, if the conversation of his visitors turned to small talk or idle 
chatter, he would quickly put a halt to it. When people approached him 
seeking his counsel, often, rather than speaking, he would simply hold 
up his Rosary, encouraging prayer as a solution to the trials and 
difficulties of life. In his last years, his greatest consolation was the 
Rosary, which he prayed night and day. 

Just four days before his death, Padre Pio expressed his devotion to 
Mary in one of his final gestures of love. A man brought Padre Pio a 
beautiful bouquet of red roses for the occasion of the fiftieth anniversary 
of his stigmata. Padre Pio took one of the roses out of the bouquet and 
asked one of his spiritual sons who was going to Pompeii if he would 
take it to the shrine of Our Lady of the Holy Rosary. The man promised 
that he would take it there the very next day. 

When the man arrived in Pompeii, he told a nun who served at the 
shrine that the rose had been sent by Padre Pio, who asked that it be 
placed before the image of Our Lady of the Rosary. Very pleased to 
receive the rose, the nun put it in a vase with other roses and placed it 
before the image of the Virgin Mary. On September 23, the day that 


Padre Pio passed away, the nun noticed that all the other roses in the 
vase had withered but the one that Padre Pio had sent was still fresh and 
beautiful. The news of Padre Pio’s unfading rose reached the local 
bishop who decided to put it on display in a special glass container. 

Padre Alberto D’Apolito heard about the rose and wanted to see it. 
He took a number of Third Order Franciscans from San Giovanni 
Rotondo on pilgrimage to the shrine in Pompeii. They saw the rose that 
Padre Pio had sent to Our Lady of Pompeii and although the stem was 
slightly yellow in color, the rose was still fresh and intact. Their visit to 
see the rose occurred one year after Padre Pio’s death. 

Cleonice Morcaldi, one of Padre Pio’s spiritual daughters, spoke to 
Padre Pio just a few days before his death. “Father, please give me at 
least one word,” Cleonice said to him. He answered, “Love the 
Madonna and make her loved. Always recite her Rosary. That is the 
armor against the evils of the world today.” “Is the Madonna close to 
you?” Cleonice asked. “A Mother,” Padre Pio replied. “All of Paradise 
is near her.” 

Padre Pio’s love for Our Lady and for her Rosary supported and 
sustained him throughout his earthly pilgrimage. Father Domenico 
Mondrone spoke of Padre Pio’s love for Mary and said: 


The Rosary was the most beautiful and longest sermon in 
honor of her, because it lasted the whole of his life. He spoke 
with the Rosary which he was seen to clutch always in his 
fingers, the Rosary he clutched in those last instants, almost as 
though it were the supreme link between the earth he was about 
to leave and the heavens which opened before him. 


Padre Pio passed into eternal life very peacefully, very well 
prepared. He died with his Rosary in his hand. His last words were - 
Jesus, Mary. 


May Jesus always be the pilot of the little boat of your spirit. May 
Mary be the star which lights the path for you and shows you the surest 


way to reach the Heavenly Father. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


Padre Pio left this life in September of 1968; but the mysterious 
fruitfulness of his long life as a priest and religious, son of St. Francis of 
Assisi, still continues to act, we may say, with visible crescendo, and in 
particular in two works that are typically his because they were born of 
his great heart, open to the love of God and to the brethren - the Prayer 
Groups and the Home for the Relief of Suffering. 

— Pope John Paul IT 


CHAPTER 4 


THE PADRE PIO PRAYER GROUPS 


One of the most significant of the many spiritual legacies that Padre 
Pio left to the world was his establishment of the prayer groups. They 
came about as an answer to Pope Pius XII’s call to the faithful around 
the world to gather together and pray. Padre Pio realized the great good 
that would be accomplished through the prayer groups and _ said, 
“Children, let’s do something. Let’s roll up our sleeves and be among 
the first to answer this appeal of the Holy Father.” 

From the time Padre Pio arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo in 1916, 
many sought him out for spiritual direction. He began to regularly meet 
with small groups of people, giving spiritual conferences which were 
very well received. The meetings were usually held on Thursdays and 
Sundays in a visitors’ room in the monastery. One day Padre Pio said to 
Maria Pompilio, who attended the prayer gatherings, “Many, many 
more will come in the future and my arms will stretch out until I can 
embrace the whole world.” And many, many more did come. 

“Prayer is the best weapon we possess,” said Padre Pio. “It is the 
key that unlocks the heart of God.” In the 1950’s, Padre Pio gave 
instructions for the formal establishment of the prayer groups around the 


world. Under the direction of a priest, and with the permission of the 
local bishop, most of the prayer groups meet once a month for Mass, 
Benediction, and the Rosary. In addition, the members pray for the 
needs of the Church, for the intentions of the Holy Father, for the clergy 
and for the world. Padre Pio insisted, “You must have a priest who 
assists you, because only a priest can guarantee union with the Church.” 
He further said, “In the prayer groups, when my children unite together 
in prayer, Jesus will be in the midst of them; there will also be the 
Blessed Virgin. I will also be present in spirit and united in prayer.” 

On May 5, 1966, Padre Pio met with his prayer groups at his 
hospital, the Home for the Relief of Suffering. It was the second 
international meeting of the prayer groups as well as the tenth 
anniversary of the hospital. Padre Pio very seldom spoke in public but 
he did on May 5 and said: 


The prayer groups, now scattered throughout the world and 
affiliated with the Home for the Relief of Suffering, are the 
advance guard of this city of charity . . . Christ himself is present 
every time the groups gather together for prayer . . . under the 
guidance of their pastors and spiritual directors. 

It is prayer that unites all good souls, that renews the 
conscience, sustains the Home for the Relief of Suffering, 
comforts the suffering, heals the sick, sanctifies the work, 
inspires the medical assistants, gives moral strength and 
Christian resignation in human suffering . . . Pray a lot, my 
children, pray always, without ever tiring, because it is exactly to 
prayer that I entrust this work, which God has willed and which 
will remain and prosper, thanks to the help of Divine Providence 
and the spiritual and charitable contributions of all souls who 


pray. 


Pope Paul VI gave his official papal approval to the prayer groups in 
1968, shortly before Padre Pio’s death. It was a great consolation to 


Padre Pio to know that the prayer groups had been formally recognized 


and approved by the Holy Father. 

It was Padre Pio’s desire that the prayer groups have their 
registration and headquarters in San Giovanni Rotondo at the Home for 
the Relief of Suffering. The hospital helps to promote and develop the 
prayer groups. Referring to the close bond between the prayer groups 
and the hospital, Padre Pio called the members of the prayer groups, the 
“children of the Work.” 

Pope John Paul II addressed a large gathering of pilgrims at St. 
Peter’s Basilica in Rome on May 3, 1999, the day after the beatification 
of Padre Pio. He praised the prayer groups that Padre Pio had founded 
and said: 


As for the prayer groups, he (Padre Pio) wanted them to be 
like beacons of light and love in the world .. . It was his 
intention to create an army of praying people who would be a 
“leaven” in the world by the strength of prayer. And today the 
whole church is grateful to him for this precious legacy, admires 
the holiness of her son, and invites everyone to follow his 
example. 


The spiritual significance of the prayer groups was further clarified 
by a grace that was given to one of Padre Pio’s spiritual daughters, 
Vittoria Ventrella. Vittoria, an elementary school teacher in San 
Giovanni Rotondo, had a vision in which she saw Heaven in all of its 
splendor. In the midst of the beatific scene was a priest. He was dressed 
in the richest of sacred vestments which were adorned with pearls and 
precious gems. Vittoria recognized the priest as Padre Pio. As she 
looked at him, his face became as dazzling as the sun, from which 
emanated innumerable rays of light, moving out into infinity. The rays 
were made up of myriads of small white and red roses. 

The next morning, Vittoria went to the monastery to tell Padre Pio 
what she had seen in the vision. Padre Pio was already in the 
confessional when she arrived. “Padre, I did not come for confession,” 
Vittoria said. “I know,” Padre Pio replied. “You came to tell me what 


you saw last night.” “Padre, should I believe it or was it a dream?” 
Vittoria asked. Padre Pio answered, “Do you doubt it?” Vittoria asked 
him, “What did all the luminous rays mean, formed by thousands of 
white and red roses that radiated out from you and spread in every 
direction?” Padre Pio answered, “The rays symbolize the prayer groups 
which will be founded throughout the entire world. The white roses 
represent the souls who attempt to live in grace, in the love of God and 
in fraternal charity. The red roses represent the souls who carry the cross 
of suffering with joy, and united with Jesus and with me, collaborate in 
the conversion of sinners and in the salvation of souls.” 


Address of the Official Headquarters of Padre Pio Prayer Groups: 


Padre Pio Prayer Groups c/o 

Home for the Relief of Suffering 
71013 San Giovanni Rotondo (Foggia) 
Italy 


Pray, pray to the Lord with me, because the whole world needs 
prayer. And every day, when your heart especially feels the loneliness of 
life, pray. Pray to the Lord, because even God needs our prayers. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


I should like to bare my chest for a moment to show you the wound 
which our tender Jesus has lovingly opened in this heart of mine. My 
heart has found at last a Lover so attached to me that I am incapable of 
hurting him anymore. You already know this Lover. He is the one who is 
never angry with those who offend him. My heart keeps within itself an 
infinite number of his mercies. It knows that it doesn’t have anything of 
value with which to glorify itself before him. He has loved me and 
preferred me to many others ... He is so much in love with my heart 
that he makes me burn with his divine fire, with the fire of his love. What 
is this fire that pervades my whole being? Dear Father, if Jesus makes 
us so happy on earth, what will Heaven be like?. . . I cannot help 
abandoning myself to this tenderness, this happiness. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 5 


THE TRANSVERBERATION 


Padre Pio spent a lifetime contemplating Jesus in His Passion. Padre 
Agostino Daniele of San Marco in Lamis wrote in his diary regarding an 
ecstasy that Padre Pio experienced in which Jesus appeared to him with 
His side deeply pierced. Padre Pio then spoke to Jesus and said, “Jesus, I 
love you, but don’t appear to me in that manner. You rend my heart; you 
break it.” 

Another time, when Padre Pio experienced a state of ecstatic prayer, 
Jesus spoke to him and said, “My son, love is recognized through 
suffering, and this you will feel acutely in your soul and more acutely in 
your body.” It was true. In God’s eternal design, Padre Pio would 
experience the Passion of Jesus in his own body, including the 
transverberation or transfixion of his heart. 


The transverberation has often been referred to as the “seraphim’s 
assault,” or the “mystical wound of love.” It is a wound that is both 
mystical and physical in nature. In the transverberation, the individual 
receives the visitation of a celestial being such as an angel or seraph 
who then pierces the heart or side of the person with a lance or sword. 
St. John of the Cross, who was a master of the spiritual life, wrote of the 
transverberation in the Living Flame of Love and said: 


It can happen, that the soul inflamed with the love of God, 
will feel overpowered by a seraphim with a dart or arrow of fiery 
love. If God sometimes allows it to appear to the external senses, 
there will appear a mark that corresponds to the internal wound. 


Padre Pio received the internal wound and the external mark of the 
transverberation on August 5, 1918. He was thirty-one years old. 
Sixteen days later, he wrote a letter to his spiritual director, Padre 
Benedetto, and described the experience. He said: 


By virtue of obedience, I have made up my mind to reveal to 
you what happened to me on the evening of the 5th and for the 
entire day of the 6th of this month. I am quite unable to convey 
to you what occurred during the period of utter torment. While I 
was hearing the boys’ confessions on the evening of the 5th, I 
was suddenly terrorized by the sight of a celestial person who 
presented himself to my mind’s eye. He had in his hand a sort of 
weapon like a very long, sharp-pointed steel blade, which 
seemed to emit fire. At the very instant that I saw all this, I saw 
the person hurl the weapon into my soul with all his might. I 
cried out with difficulty and felt I was dying. I asked the boy to 
leave (the boy who was making his confession) because I felt ill 
and no longer had the strength to continue. 

This agony lasted uninterruptedly until the morning of the 
7th. I cannot tell you how much I suffered during this period of 
anguish. Even my internal organs were torn and ruptured by the 


weapon, and nothing was spared. From that day on I have been 
mortally wounded. I feel in the depth of my soul a wound that is 
always open and which causes me continual agony. (Letters I) 


In his letter to Padre Benedetto, Padre Pio was not speaking 
metaphorically. He had been physically wounded and the wound in his 
side would bleed for the rest of his life. After he received the 
transverberation, due to extreme pain and weakness, he remained in bed 
for three days. Padre Benedetto replied to Padre Pio’s letter by saying: 


All that is happening to you is the effect of love. It is a trial, a 
vocation to co-redemption and hence a source of glory . . . The 
Lord is with you. He is with you: patient, suffering, eager love, 
crushed and trampled upon, heartbroken; in the shadows of the 
night and even more so in the desolation of Gethsemane, he is 
associated with your suffering and associates you with his own . 
. . Kiss the hand that has pierced you through and cherish most 
tenderly this wound which is the pledge of love. (Letters I) 


It is significant to note that Padre Pio received the transverberation 
on the eve of the Feast of the Transfiguration. It happened while he was 
hearing confessions, the sacrament which was to play such an important 
part in his mission and ministry to souls. Padre Agostino wrote to Padre 


Pio and said: 


Jesus . . . from the evening of the 5th until the morning of the 
6th . . .gave you a further proof of his special love. The spiritual 
wound inflicted by that celestial person is the token of God’s 
love for you. Did you not reflect that the 6th was the Feast of the 
Transfiguration of our Lord? Jesus willed not only to transfigure 
your soul but to wound it with a wound which he alone can heal. 
When? When it pleases him. If he is pleased to keep it open until 
he calls you to himself, may his will be done. (Letters I) 


Only a small number of people through the years would be 
privileged to see the wound near Padre Pio’s heart. For some, the 
opportunity came almost by accident. Padre Pellegrino, Padre Pio’s 
personal assistant, saw the wound near his heart only once, in 1958. 
Padre Pio had lost a button on his shirt and asked Padre Pellegrino to 
sew it back on. When Padre Pio took his shirt off, Padre Pellegrino got a 
close look at the wound. He described it as about two and one-half 
inches long and an inch wide. To Padre Pellegrino, it appeared to be 
very deep. 

Padre Eusebio Notte, Padre Pio’s assistant from 1960 to 1965, like 
Padre Pellegrino, saw the wound in Padre Pio’s side on one occasion 
only. Padre Pio had fallen on the floor while in his cell and was injured. 
Consequently, his habit and undershirt had to be changed. When his 
undershirt was removed, Father Eusebio saw the wound. It was near his 
heart, on the left side and was bleeding at the time. He described the 
shape as that of an oblique cross (a cross on its side). “I will never forget 
his gashed chest,” Padre Eusebio said. 

Dr. Luigi Romanelli, who was the head physician of the civilian 
hospital in Barletta and Dr. Giorgio Festa, whose medical practice was 
in Rome, made a trip together in 1920 to San Giovanni Rotondo to 
examine Padre Pio’s wounds. Both doctors described Padre Pio’s side 
wound as in the shape of an oblique cross, one crossbar wider, and the 
other narrower. The doctors removed a cloth that Padre Pio had placed 
over his side wound on the previous day. It was soaked with blood. 

Dr. Romanelli, who conducted five examinations of Padre Pio’s 
wounds, described his side wound as having the appearance of a gash or 
a stab wound. In a written report regarding the wound he said, “Padre 
Pio has a very deep cut in the fifth intercostal space on the left side, 
seven or eight centimeters, parallel to the ribs. The depth is great, but it 
is very difficult to ascertain.” 

When Dr. Festa examined Padre Pio again at a later date, he reported 
that he saw luminous rays of light emanating from the borders of the 
side wound. He described it as “brief, but evident radiations of light that 
emerge from its contours.” Not only was the blood shining with small 


but clear rays of light, it also emitted a fragrant perfume. 

Padre Pio submitted without complaint to the medical examinations 
that were requested by his Capuchin superiors. But that did not mean 
that he enjoyed the examinations. He did not. They were always a 
source of embarrassment to him. Known for his good sense of humor, 
he remarked on one occasion, “It is better to be a mouse between two 
cats than Padre Pio between two doctors!” 

Padre Benedetto wrote a letter to Padre Agostino and described 
Padre Pio’s wound of the transverberation. He wrote, “It is a real gash 
which continually oozes blood or a bloody liquid. On Fridays, it is real 
blood. When I saw him, he could only pull himself to his feet with 
difficulty.” The side wound caused Padre Pio intense suffering. He wrote 
to Padre Benedetto: 


The heart wound bleeds continually, especially from 
Thursday evening until Saturday. Dear Father, I am dying of 
pain because of the wounds and the resulting embarrassment I 
feel deep in my soul. I am afraid I shall bleed to death if the Lord 
does not hear my heartfelt supplication to relieve me of this 
condition. (Letters I) 


Padre Paolino Di Tommaso of Casacalenda, who was the superior of 
the monastery at the time Padre Pio received the transverberation, saw 
the wound near Padre Pio’s heart on a number of occasions. He stated: 


Just for the record I would like to say here that what struck 
me most in seeing the wounds was the form of the side wound, 
which is revealed to be over the heart and not on the other side 
of the chest as I have heard from many persons. It has almost an 
x-form, so that one may deduce that there are two wounds and 
this would connect with the fact that I heard . . . that long before 
the stigmata, Padre Pio was wounded in the heart by an Angel 
with a spear. And lastly, the other thing which made an 
impression on me was that this wound has the appearance of a 


severe burn, that is not superficial but goes deep into the chest. 


Padre Pio experienced not only the transverberation of his heart but 
also a burning love for God that flowed from his heart and at times 
seemed to overpower him. On January 29, 1919, he wrote to Padre 
Benedetto: 


Dear Father, I feel I am drowned in the immense ocean of 
the love of my Beloved. I am being surfeited continually with it. 
Yet the bitterness of this love has a sweetness and its burden is 
light, but this does not prevent my soul from feeling the 
immense transport of this love. I have no means to bear its 
immense weight, so that I feel annihilated and vanquished. My 
small heart is incapable of containing this immense love. It is 
true that it is inside and outside me. But, dear God, when you 
pour yourself into the little vase of my being, I suffer the agony 
of not being able to contain you. You have vanquished me; You 
have burned my insides; You have placed a river of fire within 
me. (Letters I) 


Padre Pio felt helpless at times as he experienced the full force of 
God’s infinite love. On November 20, 1921, he wrote another letter to 
Padre Benedetto describing his intense love for God. He wrote: 


I confess in the first place that for me it is a great misfortune 
to be unable to express and pour out this ever-active volcano 
which burns me up and which Jesus has placed in this very small 
heart. It can all be summed up as follows, I am consumed by 
love for God and love for my neighbor. God is continually fixed 
in my mind and imprinted on my heart. I never lose sight of him. 
(Letters I) 
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Padre Pio used phrases such as “river of fire,” “ocean of fire,” and 


“ever-active volcano” to describe his spiritual state. It is interesting to 


note that a number of people experienced a very real and very tangible 
sensation of heat when they were in Padre Pio’s presence. 

One of the Capuchins had a great longing to kiss Padre Pio’s wound 
of the transverberation. It took a great deal of courage for him to act on 
his desire but on one particular day, he determined to do it. As he 
greeted Padre Pio and embraced him, he kissed his side. As he did so, he 
said that he felt a great warmth, a great heat, coming from the wound. 

Luigina Sinapi, a spiritual daughter of Padre Pio, was a woman of 
great holiness. Once, while she was in church, she saw a beam of fire 
coming out of Padre Pio’s heart which then entered the tabernacle. 
Padre Pio was in the gallery of the church at the time. Luigina wondered 
about the meaning of the experience. She felt the Lord speak to her heart 
and say, “It is Padre Pio’s love for Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament.” 

Padre Pio described his love for Jesus in a letter to Padre Benedetto. 
He wrote: 


I can only say that when I am close to Jesus in the Blessed 
Sacrament my heart throbs so violently that it seems to me at 
times that it must burst out of my chest. Sometimes at the altar 
my whole body burns in an indescribable manner. My face in 
particular seems to go on fire. (Letters I) 


It is also noteworthy to recall that Padre Pio experienced extremely 
high fevers at various times throughout his life. His temperature at times 
reached 114-116 degrees Fahrenheit. On more than one occasion, the 
heat from his fever was so intense that it caused the thermometer to 
break. His doctors were never able to find a medical explanation or 
come to any conclusion regarding his high body temperatures. It 
remained a mystery, like so many other aspects of his life. 

In the history of Christianity, the gift of the transverberation of the 
heart has been given to only a few privileged souls. Those who have 
received this “wound of love” have been specially chosen by God 
according to His will and for His divine purpose. Padre Pio, who 
consecrated his life totally to God, was one of those privileged souls. 


I want to know Christ and the power of his resurrection and the 
fellowship of sharing in his sufferings, becoming like him in his death. 
— Philippians 3:10 


I feel all of your troubles as if they were my own. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 6 


GIOVANNI SAVINO 


Giovanni Savino, a construction worker and a member of the Third 
Order of Saint Francis, was a devoted spiritual son of Padre Pio. 
Giovanni was hired on as one of the workers to assist in the construction 
of an addition that was being made to the monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace. 

It was Giovanni’s custom to attend Padre Pio’s Mass each morning 
before going to work. After the Mass, he would wait in a corridor to 
receive a blessing from Padre Pio. When Padre Pio came into view, 
Giovanni would always kneel down. Padre Pio would then pause for a 
moment, place his hands on Giovanni’s head, and pray for him. 

One morning, Padre Pio deviated from the regular routine. As 
Giovanni knelt for the customary blessing before beginning his work 
day, Padre Pio gave him a hug instead. “Have courage,” Padre Pio said 
to him. “My prayer to the Lord is that you will be safe and that you will 
not die!’ Giovanni was shocked at Padre Pio’s words and was 
frightened at the mysterious implication about death. He began to 
tremble and to cry. 

For the next several days, after the morning Mass at the monastery, 
Padre Pio embraced Giovanni and without any explanation, repeated the 
same disturbing words. At the construction site each day, Giovanni 
continued with the work he had been doing of leveling the ground. One 
day, he and the other workers were getting ready to blast a huge 
boulder. Giovanni placed a charge of dynamite under it and lit the fuse 


but it failed to detonate. He waited for a long time but nothing 
happened. Finally, he went over to check the charge. Just as he bent 
over, the dynamite exploded in his face and he was hit by a shower of 
rocks. His face was severely burned and lacerated. Rocks and gravel 
clung to his left eye. His right eye had been blown out of its socket and 
only a bit of raw flesh remained. 

Giovanni was taken to a hospital in the town of Foggia. It was 
February 1949. The hospital that Padre Pio founded in San Giovanni 
Rotondo, the Home for the Relief of Suffering, was under construction 
at the time of Giovanni’s accident and would not open its doors until 
1956. 

In Foggia, Giovanni’s left eye was operated on. The doctor 
explained to Giovanni’s wife, the very serious nature of her husband’s 
injuries. Unfortunately, nothing at all could be done for his right eye. It 
had been destroyed in the accident. Padre Pio received the news that 
Giovanni had been blinded. “That is not for certain yet!” Padre Pio 
exclaimed. 

In the hospital, Giovanni’s entire head and face were bandaged. The 
doctor was hoping that Giovanni’s left eye would be able to function so 
that he might at least have sight in one eye. Giovanni spoke to his doctor 
in confidence. “I feel like Padre Pio is taking care of me,” he said. “I 
have been praying for his intercession each day in the hospital and each 
day I have perceived the fragrance of fine tobacco. I think it is Padre Pio 
telling me that he is with me.” Giovanni’s doctor was not a person of 
faith; he was an atheist. He could not accept what Giovanni was saying 
and contributed it to an overactive imagination. But Giovanni was a 
deeply religious man and he was not ashamed to speak about his faith to 
his doctor or to anyone else for that matter. 

Back in San Giovanni Rotondo, Padre Pio asked everyone to pray 
intently for the healing of Giovanni. He exposed the Blessed Sacrament 
in the church and was heard to pray, “Lord, I offer you one of my eyes 
for Giovanni since he is the father of a family.” 

One evening, after being in the hospital for ten days, while Giovanni 
was praying the Rosary, he perceived once again the fragrance of fine 


tobacco. He described it as a “beautiful, heavenly fragrance.” At the 
same time, he felt a gentle slap on his right eye, the one that had been 
blown out of its socket. “Who touched me?” Giovanni cried out. But 
there was no one there. However, he had the strange sensation that 
someone was standing right beside his bed. It suddenly dawned on him 
that it was Padre Pio. “Please restore my sight to me,” Giovanni prayed. 
“Either that or let me die. I do not want to live without my eyesight.” 

The next morning when Giovanni’s bandages were removed, the 
doctor discovered that Giovanni’s face was healed. It looked as though 
the skin had been newly restored. Next, the doctor examined his eyes. “I 
can see you,” Giovanni said. “I can see you with my right eye.” The 
doctor insisted that he was looking out of his left eye, as the right had 
been destroyed. After further examination, it became clear to the doctor 
that Giovanni was telling the truth. He was not able to see with the eye 
in which the gravel and debris had been removed, but he was seeing 
perfectly from the eye that had been shattered. 

The doctor was astonished. He couldn’t believe what his patient was 
telling him and yet he had to believe. “Who is responsible for this?” the 
doctor inquired. “It is Padre Pio who has interceded for me,” Giovanni 
replied with confidence. “I have prayed to him every day and I know 
that he is the one who has healed me.” 

Giovanni’s remarkable healing had a profound impact on his doctor. 
He was changed overnight from an atheist to a believer. “I have no 
choice but to believe,” his doctor said. “I must believe because this 
happened right in front of me!” 

When Giovanni was released from the hospital, he went to the 
monastery to thank Padre Pio for the prayers said on his behalf. “Let us 
thank God that you did not die!’ Padre Pio said to Giovanni. And later 
he said to Giovanni, “If only you knew what this cost me!” 

Pietro (Pietruccio) Cugino, who was a close friend to Padre Pio, said 
that one day when Padre Pio was in the monastery garden he suddenly 
exclaimed, “I am blind. I cannot see anything!” After a time, his 
eyesight returned. While we may not fully understand the meaning of 
this incident, we do know that Padre Pio was offering many prayers and 


sacrifices on Giovanni’s behalf and encouraging others to do the same. 

Father Raffaele suggested to Giovanni that he travel to Rome to see 
another eye specialist for the treatment of his left eye. Giovanni asked 
Padre Pio for his opinion. “No,” Padre Pio said. “We have already 
obtained the grace which we have prayed for. Even if you go to Rome to 
have your eyes examined, you will not get any better than you are right 
now.” 

When Giovanni’s wife became pregnant, she and Giovanni 
dedicated the child she was carrying to God, in thanksgiving for 
Giovanni’s miracle. When their son was born, they named him 
Francesco, after Padre Pio, who was born Francesco Forgione. When 
Francesco Savino became of age, he felt a calling to the religious life 
and in time, he became a Capuchin priest. 

Giovanni’s daughter, Lina, was also to benefit from Padre Pio’s 
intercessory prayers. On one occasion, Lina was on her way to visit 
friends when she was struck down by a motorcycle. Lina was 
unconscious and bleeding internally when she was taken to a nearby 
first aid station. She became comatose due to the head injury that 
resulted from the accident. 

Giovanni and his wife rushed to the monastery and told Padre Pio 
about their daughter’s accident. “Padre Pio looked up to Heaven as if he 


” 


saw another reality,’ Giovanni said. “Let’s pray and we'll leave 
everything in the Lord’s hands,’ Padre Pio told the worried parents. 
Afterward, Lina made a rapid and complete recovery. 

When people came to thank Padre Pio for the healings they received 
through his prayerful intercession, he always gave the credit to God. He 
would say, “Nothing is due to me. I am not a miracle worker. Left to my 
own devices, I can do nothing but sin.” He continually encouraged 
people to place their total confidence in God. “Leave everything in the 


Lord’s hands,” was his constant refrain. 


Your voice, Lord, guides me. Ever since I was a little child, I have 
heard you call me by name, beckoning me closer to you . . .Your 
company has brought me joy, Lord. I have felt your presence at every 


step; I have trusted your shepherding. And yet, you have not saved me 
from pain. Though I have followed faithfully, yet I have still stumbled 
and known distress. I have not escaped the thorns, brambles, and cruel 
traps. You never promised me immunity from pain, Lord, but only the 
constancy of your love. Your hand holds mine securely. I know the 
tenderness of your embrace. . . 

— Elizabeth Anne Vanek 


May God see to it that you grow to be a beautiful tree, divine 
heavenly seed. May God see to it that you produce mature fruit, and 
when you have done so, may God preserve you from the wind that 
makes the fruit fall to the ground . .. This desire must be within you just 
like the orange trees of the Genoa Rivera, which are laden with fruit, 
flowers and leaves combined, almost all year round so that your desires 
may always bear fruit when the occasion presents itself, working a little 
every day. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 7 
MARY PYLE 


Adelia McAlpin (Mary) Pyle was born in New York City, New 
York on April 17, 1888 to James and Adelaide Pyle. Adelia, along with 
her four brothers and one sister had an aristocratic upbringing. Her 
father, James Pyle, had made a fortune in business and her mother 
Adelaide, was born into the wealthy McAlpin family of New York. 

The Pyles enjoyed a privileged position in New York’s high society. 
Eight domestic workers were employed by the Pyles to care for their 
estate and see to all of the needs of the household. Their relatives 
included members of the famous Rockefeller family of New York. 

James and Adelaide Pyle placed a high value on education and hired 
private tutors in order to provide the best learning environment for their 
children. In addition to private instruction, Adelia attended two 
excellent finishing schools. Adelia’s mother, Adelaide, had an 
appreciation of foreign languages and saw to it that the educational 
curriculum of her children included the study of languages. By the time 
Adelia was an adult, she had the advantage of being able to speak 


English, Italian, French, German, Spanish, and Latin. 

A governess was employed to see to the needs of Adelia and her 
sister Sara. As a young woman, Adelia enjoyed singing, dancing, the 
theater, the opera, and the vast scope of cultural events that were 
available in New York City. She and her family frequently attended 
elegant parties and social gatherings hosted by New York’s wealthiest 
citizens. 

When Adelia was twenty-four years old, she met Dr. Maria 
Montessori, the celebrated and highly respected Italian child educator. 
Adelia became very interested in her teaching methods for youth and 
began working for Dr. Montessori as her language interpreter. She 
worked and traveled throughout the world with the famous educator for 
the next ten years. 

In her travels as Dr. Montessori’s interpreter, Adelia visited a 
number of Catholic shrines and cathedrals in Germany, France, and 
Spain and felt deeply edified. She converted to Catholicism when she 
was twenty-five years old and was baptized in Barcelona, Spain, taking 
the name Mary. Ever after she would be known as Mary. 

The members of Mary’s family were devout Presbyterians and they 
were very disappointed that she had converted to Catholicism. Her 
mother, Adelaide, was so upset by her daughter’s new-found religion 
that she disinherited her and excluded her from the family fortune. 
Although she was hurt by her mother’s actions, Mary kept her 
composure and hoped that in time, they would be able to reconcile. 

Mary longed to find a good spiritual director to assist her on her 
journey toward God. She made a novena to Our Lady of Pompeii with 
that intention while at the Church of the Gest in Rome. It was not long 
after making the novena that Mary was to meet Padre Pio, who, as her 
spiritual director par excellence, would guide her spiritually for the rest 
of her life. 

Mary and Dr. Montessori were taking a vacation on the Isle of Capri 
when Mary’s good friend, Rina Caterinici d’Ergin, invited her to travel 
to San Giovanni Rotondo to visit Padre Pio. Rina was thinking about 
converting to Catholicism and wanted to talk to Padre Pio about it. At 


first, Mary was not interested in making the trip. However, after giving 
the matter more thought, she changed her mind and agreed to go with 
Rina. 

San Giovanni Rotondo, at the time of Mary and Rina’s visit, was a 
remote and impoverished village in a desolate country. Located in the 
southern part of Italy, it seemed to be cut off from the rest of the world. 
Conditions were primitive, as there was no electricity or running water. 
Surrounded by rugged mountains, the monastery of Our Lady of Grace 
was one of the poorest and most isolated of the monasteries in its 
Capuchin province. It was also one of the oldest. It had been home to 
the Capuchins since 1540. 

Mary and Rina attended Padre Pio’s Mass in the little 16th century 
church of Our Lady of Grace. There were a number of local people in 
attendance, mostly farmers dressed in their work clothes, ready for a 
long day’s work in the fields. 

Mary and Rina were profoundly moved by the beauty of Padre Pio’s 
Mass. Later, they were able to speak to him in the sacristy of the church. 
The date was Oct 4, 1923, the Feast of St. Francis of Assisi. Mary was 
thirty-five years old. During their conversation, Mary had the 
impression that Padre Pio’s penetrating eyes were looking “right into 
her soul.” She described her encounter with Padre Pio by saying, “At 
first, we just looked at each other. Then I fell to my knees and said, 
“Father.” He placed his wounded hand on my head and said, “My child, 
stop traveling around. Stay here.” To Rina, who asked him if she should 
convert to Catholicism, his answer was a definite “yes.” 

For the duration of the time that Mary was in San Giovanni 
Rotondo, a feeling of sadness nagged at her heart. She knew that it 
would soon be time to go back to work with Dr. Montessori but the idea 
of leaving Padre Pio and the spiritual atmosphere that seemed to 
pervade the area was very painful to her. She was not able to sleep at 
night thinking that her visit would soon be coming to an end. 

When it was time to leave, Mary reluctantly said goodbye to Padre 
Pio. She explained that she had to go back to her job as Dr. Montessori’s 
assistant. But Padre Pio was not pleased. “Who is Dr. Montessori that 


she should call you away? You must remain here,” he said adamantly. 
But Mary could not stay any longer. 

When Mary resumed her work, she continued to think about all that 
she had experienced in San Giovanni Rotondo. One day she said to Dr. 
Montessori, “There is a living saint in this world and it saddens me not 
to be near him.” Mary explained that she had a great desire to return to 
San Giovanni Rotondo and she asked her employer to accompany her. 
Dr. Montessori agreed to go with her. 

On her second visit to the monastery, Mary felt the same strong 
attraction to San Giovanni Rotondo that she had previously felt. She 
spoke to Padre Pio and once again he encouraged her to stay. Mary 
listened to her heart and finally made the decision to stay permanently. 
She and Dr. Montessori then made plans to go to Rome to collect the 
belongings that Mary would need in her new residence. As they were 
about to board the bus, a strange sensation came over Mary. She felt as 
though her legs were paralyzed and she was unable to climb up the steps 
of the bus. “What’s the matter?’ Dr. Montessori asked her. “I don’t 
know,” Mary said. “I feel as if my feet were nailed to the ground. I 
cannot get on the bus.” The bus pulled away without Mary. She was 
never to see Dr. Montessori again. 

Mary found lodging in the town of San Giovanni Rotondo which 
was approximately two miles away from the monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace. There was one dusty road, a mule track, which was steep and 
very difficult to travel, that lead from the town to the monastery. Mary 
walked the two miles every day to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. An 
occasional traveler was seen on the road in a wagon or riding a donkey 
or a mule. Shepherds and their flocks dotted the barren hills, and in the 
distance the bells of goats and sheep could be heard. 

It was not easy to walk the mule track every day, especially when 
the weather was bad. Mary decided it would be better to live closer to 
the church and had a house built 100 meters down the hill, just below 
the Capuchin monastery. When the construction was completed, Padre 
Pio came the short distance to bless Mary’s house. It was one of the first 
houses to be built in the area. Mary painted her house pink and from her 


window she could look out on the almond groves, the stony fields and 
the olive trees of the Gargano. Mary found the wide, desert-like 
expanses restful to her spirit, filling her with a great sense of peace. The 
stark landscape had a beauty all its own. Mary wrote a letter to her 
family about her new life and new residence. She said: 


I am really happy. I have found living in this deserted place . 
. . that there is another life, one that is worth living without care 
or preoccupation. I have found that more than the flesh must be 
fed; the spirit must also be fed, and nothing feeds the spirit more 
than prayer. 

There lives here in a cold and small monastery, a competitor 
of Saint Francis of Assisi, who is named Padre Pio, and his 
hands and feet are pierced with the stigmata. Every morning he 
celebrates Mass before sunrise, when the peasants begin to go to 
work in the fields. All his daily life is an example of humility 
and dedication to his Lord . . . I feel as if I have always been 
here... Only the homesickness for you affects my heart... 


From time to time, Padre Pio would tease Mary about her elegant 
clothing. Taking his comments to heart, she began to divest herself of 
her expensive jewelry and her beautiful clothes. She felt a great sense of 
freedom, living with few material possessions. Later, when she reflected 
on her years as a New York socialite and the wealth and luxury that was 
a part of her upbringing, she regarded it as a kind of slavery. She was 
happy to be free of it. 

Soon after moving to San Giovanni Rotondo, at the encouragement 
of Padre Pio, Mary joined the Third Order of Saint Francis. Padre Pio, 
who was the spiritual director of the congregation, presided at her 
initiation. He placed the brown scapular over her shoulders, gave her the 
Franciscan cord, and wrote the religious name she had chosen, Pia, in 
the Franciscan enrollment book. Eventually Mary would become the 
novice mistress of the Third Order. With the permission of the 
Capuchins, she was allowed to wear the plain brown Capuchin robe, 


cord, and sandals and was never to be seen in secular clothing again. 
Mary wrote a beautiful and thought-provoking meditation regarding 
her new life in San Giovanni Rotondo. She said: 


Everything is so extraordinary in this mystical corner of the 
world, in this school for souls, where the healer, teacher and 
father, Padre Pio, is preparing a net of souls in order to encircle 
the entire world, fishing for souls for Jesus. He calls them forth 
with his vibrant voice and with his suffering .. . He calls them 
with the waves of his perfume, or that of various flowers . . . 
How lucky for me to have met with the greatest saint since Saint 
Francis. 


Mary’s brother, David Pyle made a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo to 
visit her. Seeing the stark poverty of the area, when he returned to the 
United States, he reported everything to his mother. He told his mother 
that Mary was living the lifestyle of a common peasant and _ that 
something had to be done about it. Adelaide Pyle decided to visit Mary 
and try to convince her to return home. She made the long journey to 
San Giovanni Rotondo but her efforts to bring Mary back home proved 
to be futile. She had no choice but to accept the decision that her 
daughter had made. Adelaide met Padre Pio and had a favorable 
impression of him. Mary and her mother were able to reconcile their 
differences and Adelaide came to accept Mary’s conversion to 
Catholicism. She decided to once again include Mary as an heir of the 
family fortune and Mary’s income was reinstated. 

Mary learned that a number of the local townspeople in San 
Giovanni Rotondo possessed a great treasure; they had in their 
possession, letters that Padre Pio had written to them. Mary asked if she 
could borrow the letters and transcribe them into a notebook and they 
were happy to let her do so. She knew how important it would be to 
preserve the letters so that they could be shared with others. Mary felt 
the beneficial effects of meditating on the sublime thoughts contained in 
Padre Pio’s letters as she read and reread them. 


Mary had read the beautiful meditations that Padre Pio had written - 
The Agony of Jesus in the Garden and The Immaculate Conception of 
the Virgin Mary. She was aware of the profound nature of both of these 
writings and had great desire to see them published. She wanted them to 
be available to everyone and was determined to make it a reality. She 
asked Padre Pio for his permission to have the two meditations 
published and he agreed to it. Mary had the financial resources to pay 
for all of the publishing costs. Nevertheless, she encountered one 
obstacle after another. Through persistence and patience, Mary pressed 
on and in time, both of the meditations were published. 

In addition to the transcription of Padre Pio’s letters, Mary also 
began to transcribe his conversations with the visitors that came to see 
him. Often Padre Pio would write a short meditation on the back of a 
holy card and give it to his guests. Mary was able to copy down, word 
for word, the short meditations that Padre Pio penned. Eventually, she 
filled two thick notebooks with his words, prayers and letters. She also 
recorded testimonials from his spiritual children regarding the many 
graces and miracles they received through his intercession. 

Mary became very close to Padre Pio’s parents, Giuseppa and 
Grazio Forgione. She asked them to share their memories with her of 
Padre Pio’s childhood and they were very happy to do so. She carefully 
transcribed many of the precious stories of Padre Pio’s early years into 
her notebooks. 

Shortly after Mary moved to San Giovanni Rotondo, Padre Pio told 
her that the church was in need of an organist and asked her if she 
would be willing to assume the responsibility. Mary had received a fine 
musical education in New York. She loved music and had a well-trained 
and beautiful singing voice. She recalled that in her youth, her family 
possessed no less than three concert pianos. Although Mary did not 
know how to play the organ, she quickly learned. She became the 
official organist for Our Lady of Grace church and provided the music 
for Padre Pio’s masses. 

Mary left a beautiful recollection of Padre Pio’s Mass. She wrote: 


As always, his hands during Mass were without mittens and 
even though he keeps the sleeves pulled down as much as 
possible, we can see the holy stigmata when he raises his hands 
to say, “Dominus Vobiscum.” His hands during Mass seem to be 
made of ivory - white and transparent, of a supernatural beauty. 
They really seem transparent, with dark pink nails, almost red, as 
if the tips of those white fingers had been put in the chalice - as 
if they had touched the Divine Blood. 

During the prayer for the living, which lasts a long time, 
there is a profound silence. His body moves a little, he prays, he 
is with Christ. Then he continues with a small, strange voice 
which seems to come from afar, almost as if his spirit had been 
outside the body during those moments. During Mass, his face 
matches his voice. Padre Pio is not with us during that time; he is 
with God .. . His heart must have two doors, one for God and 
the other for men. When the door to God is open, the door to the 
world is closed, and when the door to the world is opened, the 
one to Heaven is closed momentarily. During Mass, Padre Pio 
has the door to Heaven opened, and one can almost feel the 
grace of God coming down over him. Afterward, in the sacristy 
when everyone goes to him to kiss his hands and ask him for 
graces, he opens wide the door of his heart to the world and one 
feels a river of love and warmth coming from his heart to heal 
physical and moral ills, to console those who suffer . . . Then he 
returns to the confessional where he stays for hours at a time 
with those hands touched by God, resting on the little window of 
the confessional . . . 


Mary organized and directed a ladies’ choir which she named the 
Scola Cantorum. Every Sunday afternoon the ladies met at Mary’s 
house for choir practice. Accompanied by Mary on the portable pump 
organ, the Scola Cantorum sang at all of the masses at the monastery as 
well as at other religious celebrations and special functions. Mary and 
the Scola Cantorum were present every day at 4:00 p.m. in the church to 


lead the sacred hymns for the Vespers prayer service. Padre Pio and his 
entire religious community attended Vespers and Benediction every 
afternoon. 

On December 5, 1928, Giuseppa Forgione, Padre Pio’s mother, 
came to Mary’s house to spend the Christmas season. Giuseppa, who 
lived in Pietrelcina, was not able to travel to San Giovanni Rotondo very 
often and she was looking forward to being with Mary and also seeing 
her son and attending his daily Mass. The weather was particularly cold 
that winter. Giuseppa walked up the steep hill from Mary’s house to the 
monastery to attend the Christmas Midnight Mass and caught a chill. 
Soon she came down with double pneumonia. Despite Mary’s excellent 
care, Giuseppa’s condition deteriorated rapidly. 

Padre Pio was informed of Giuseppa’s serious condition. To be near 
his mother, Padre Pio, accompanied by Padre Raffaele, stayed for two 
days at Mary’s house. Padre Pio remained at his mother’s bedside, 
praying and lovingly assisting her. Those who were nearby saw blood 
flowing down his fingers from the wounds of the stigmata. When it 
became evident that his mother’s end was near, he gave her the Last 
Rites. When Giuseppa passed away, Padre Pio wept inconsolably. He 
was so grief stricken that he could not attend her funeral and it took 
many days for him to regain his composure. 

Mary also took care of Padre Pio’s father, Grazio Forgione in his 
later years. When Grazio was eighty years old, he asked Mary if he 
could stay in her home. His great desire was to be near Padre Pio and to 
attend his Mass each morning at the monastery. Mary felt it a privilege 
to have Grazio as a member of her busy household and he lived with her 
for the last eight years of his life. Mary gave Grazio all the care and 
loving attention that she would have given to her own father. Padre Pio 
visited Grazio when he was able to and remained at his bedside in his 
final illness. 

Mary was often called to the monastery to act as translator between 
Padre Pio and his foreign-speaking guests. Angelina Serritelli, a resident 
of San Giovanni Rotondo, called upon Mary on one occasion for 
assistance. Angelina had a niece who was coming from the United 


States to receive her first Holy Communion from Padre Pio. She was 
going to make her first confession the day before her first Holy 
Communion. The girl spoke no Italian and Padre Pio spoke no English. 
Angelina, knowing the problem of the language barrier, entrusted the 
matter to Mary. As she had done under similar circumstances, Mary 
accompanied the girl to the confessional and told Padre Pio that she 
would act as translator for the confession. “It is not necessary,” Padre 
Pio said to Mary. 

Mary left the two alone, yet wondered how the confession would be 
possible under the circumstances. Afterward, Mary asked the young girl 
if the language barrier had posed much of a problem. “It was no 
problem at all,” she told Mary. “In what language did Padre Pio speak to 
you?” Mary asked. The girl explained that he spoke to her in English. 
He also understood everything that she had said to him in English. Mary 
marveled at the girl’s words. Padre Pio had never studied English. He 
neither spoke nor understood English, but he did on that particular day. 
Both big and little miracles occurred when Padre Pio was nearby and 
Mary counted herself extremely fortunate to be a witness to so many of 
them. Padre Pio often said that his guardian angel assisted him in 
understanding and speaking foreign languages. 

Once, a woman who made her confession to Padre Pio shared her 
experience with Mary. During the confession, she mentioned that she 
was worried about a friend. She asked Padre Pio if perhaps he had some 
words of counsel for her friend. She could relay the message to her 
when she returned home. Padre Pio gave the woman a message to give 
to her friend but his words seemed very harsh. She determined at once 
that she would never share the message. Mary said to the woman, “If 
Padre Pio told you to do something, I recommend that you do it. 
Otherwise, why would you seek his advice?” The woman took Mary’s 
counsel and relayed the message. Her friend experienced a deep 
conversion of heart upon hearing Padre Pio’s words. 

As more and more people learned of Padre Pio, the number of letters 
received by the monastery each day continued to increase. The 
Capuchins found it impossible to keep up with the mail. Mary’s 


command of six languages proved to be of great benefit. She was asked 
to answer the foreign correspondence that was coming in from many 
parts of the world. Given all of her other duties, it was a challenge for 
Mary to take on this daunting task. For many years, she performed this 
work almost single-handedly and for a period of time, she was the only 
person in San Giovanni Rotondo who had the ability to read and answer 
the German language correspondence. 

The mail was organized and sorted according to language. Mary 
would read and answer every letter, always including in her reply that 
Padre Pio sent his blessing. It was true. Padre Pio sent his blessing to 
every person who wrote to him. He had such confidence in Mary that he 
could entrust the correspondence to her with the certainty that her words 
were a reflection of his own. It is interesting to note that the excellent 
education Mary received in New York, with an emphasis on music and 
foreign languages, was exactly suited to the work that was asked of her 
in San Giovanni Rotondo. Later, when Padre Pio’s hospital, the Home 
for the Relief of Suffering opened its doors, she also assisted with the 
hospital’s bookkeeping and accounting work. 

Mary invited four devout women of the area to come and be a part 
of her household. These dedicated women helped her in her many good 
works. Along with Mary, they washed and ironed the altar linens for the 
church and they laundered Padre Pio’s shirts as well. On occasion, they 
perceived a beautiful perfume when they washed Padre Pio’s clothing. 

Mary rose at 4:00 a.m. every morning to prepare for Padre Pio’s 
early morning Mass. She and the women who lived with her followed 
the prayer schedule of the Capuchins as closely as possible and 
incorporated it into their own daily routine. Their prayers were said at 
the same time that the Capuchins said their prayers each day at the 
monastery. Prayer, work, and service to God were to be the outstanding 
characteristics of Mary’s life. 

Mary was asked to take over the work of making the communion 
hosts for the masses at Our Lady of Grace. She felt this work to be a 
particular privilege and from her own kitchen made the hosts which 
were needed in great quantities. She also organized a missionary 


workshop in her home where the young women who lived in the area 
would gather together regularly to sew. The handmade clothing and 
vestments were sent to the Capuchin missions in foreign countries. 
Mary also directed dramatic plays, the proceeds of which were given to 
benefit the foreign missions. 

When Mary was told that Padre Pio’s hometown of Pietrelcina was 
in need of a church and seminary for the Capuchin friars who lived 
there, she told Padre Pio that she wanted to provide the needed money 
for the project. Padre Pio was very happy to give his consent and told 
her to begin the plans immediately. He chose the name “Holy Family” 
for the new foundation. 

Mary’s great esteem and respect for Padre Pio increased as the years 
went by. She said that she observed not one Padre Pio, but seven. She 
said, “I see Padre Pio the priest, the simple Italian man from Pietrelcina, 
the mystic, the confessor, the shepherd of souls, the wonder worker, and 
the helper of the poor and the sick through the Home for the Relief of 
Suffering. So, there is not only one Padre Pio, but actually seven.” 

In the early days, when pilgrims came to San Giovanni Rotondo to 
attend Padre Pio’s Mass, there were few accommodations. People who 
wanted to stay for more than a day sometimes had to sleep outside in the 
open air. There were no restaurants, hotels or motels. Mary’s door was 
always open to provide a hot meal for the weary traveler. It was not 
unusual for Mary to have fifteen, twenty or even thirty people seated at 
her table for the main meal of the day. 

There were also many poor people living in San Giovanni Rotondo 
at that time who came to Mary’s door in a continuous stream, asking for 
help of one kind or another. Food was always available for the hungry 
and no one in need was ever turned away. Mary’s immense charity 
knew no boundaries. But it was not only the poor who knocked on 
Mary’s door. She was also visited by well-known doctors, government 
officials, scientists, lawyers, representatives from the Vatican, bishops, 
artists, military officers and more. Descendants of royalty, as well as 
several high-profile American movie stars also visited Mary, all drawn 
to San Giovanni Rotondo by their devotion to Padre Pio. Assisting 


Padre Pio and greeting the pilgrims who visited him kept Mary in 
constant motion, yet she was always ready and willing to do more. She 
said, “I should be happy to be the nail of Padre Pio’s little finger.” 

When Mary thought about the future, she sometimes worried about 
what might become of her house when she was no longer able to live 
and work in it. She spoke to Padre Pio about her concern. “Do not 
worry,” he said. “Even if your house were to fall to the ground, it would 
be rebuilt stone by stone for a beautiful and holy purpose.” 

Mary walked to town regularly to visit and care for the sick in the 
area. She also had a special love in her heart for children and provided 
financial assistance to the orphanage in San Giovanni Rotondo. She 
taught the local children their catechism, preparing them for their first 
Holy Communion. For the families who could not afford it, Mary paid 
for their children’s first Holy Communion clothing. She encouraged the 
boys in her catechism classes to consider a vocation to the priesthood. 
To Mary’s great joy, a number of her students applied to the seminary. 
Mary paid for the seminary education of at least ten young men who 
completed their studies and became priests. 

On one occasion, when Padre Pio was giving his blessing to a group 
of people, a number of those who were gathered began to crowd around 
him. Mary stepped to the back and let everyone else go in front of her. 
Padre Pio noticed what she had done and said, “Maria, come here. 
Come to the front. You must be the first because you have done so much 
good for everyone!” He was very much aware of her many good works 
and was especially appreciative of all that she had done for his parents. 

Mary’s mother Adelaide, came to San Giovanni Rotondo on 
occasion to visit her daughter. She always enjoyed seeing Padre Pio 
when she visited and the two shared a wonderful rapport. Adelaide used 
to tell Mary that she felt Padre Pio’s presence with her on many 
occasions and while traveling in different parts of the world. Mary spoke 
to Padre Pio about her mother’s words and asked him if it was true. “I 
go to her continually,” was his response. 

As Adelaide grew older, it became more and more difficult for her to 
make the long trip to San Giovanni Rotondo. On one of her last visits, 


she said to Mary “I know I cannot make the journey again. This is the 
last time we will ever see each other.” Padre Pio was present when 
Adelaide made the statement and he said to her, “I hope that we will see 
you again but if we do not meet again on this earth, we will all be 
reunited in Heaven.” 

Mary kept her U.S. citizenship when she moved to San Giovanni 
Rotondo. At the beginning of World War II, U.S. citizens and other non- 
Italian citizens living in Italy were feared to be spies who conceivably 
might be collecting information that could be harmful to Italy. Non- 
citizens were customarily sent to other locations and considered as 
political prisoners. Mary was summoned by the police commissioner 
and given ten days to leave San Giovanni Rotondo. The Capuchins 
spoke to the authorities in Mary’s favor. Through a special arrangement 
and much to her relief, the orders stipulated that Mary was to go to 
Pietrelcina. The date was December 27, 1941. She stayed in Pietrelcina 
for almost two years, living with Padre Pio’s family. Mary attended to 
her prayers, spiritual reading, the Divine Office and daily Mass, living 
her vocation as a Third Order Franciscan in an exemplary way. In 
October of 1943, Mary was allowed to once again return to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. 

Mary, who did not want to attempt to make the trip back to San 
Giovanni Rotondo alone, asked one of the townspeople of Pietrelcina to 
accompany her. The man had a mule and cart which were used for the 
two-day journey. One of the residents of Pietrelcina baked a chocolate 
cake and asked Mary to deliver it to Padre Pio. Because of the short 
supply of many products during war times, chocolate at that time was a 
rare and highly-prized food item. 

After traveling for several hours, Mary and her companion came to a 
bridge that had collapsed during a military bombing. They realized it 
would be impossible to get the cart across the river. They had to leave 
the cart and mule in the care of a local farmer and walk the rest of the 
way to Foggia. It took them many hours to get there. Once in Foggia, 
they were able to get a ride with an American soldier who was headed in 
the direction of San Giovanni Rotondo. When he dropped Mary and her 


companion off at a crossroads, he had the audacity to grab the chocolate 
cake as he pulled away. The last stretch of the journey was an uphill 
walk which took six hours to complete. Mary’s eyes filled with tears 
when the Capuchin church as well as her pink house came into view. It 
was good to be home! 

Mary was anxious to get back to work and to resume the life she had 
been living before being sent to Pietrelcina. There were no other desires 
in her heart. Upon her return, Padre Pio said to her, “I have done the 
best for your soul.” 

World War II would continue its path of destruction for several 
more years and it was during this period that hundreds of American and 
Allied soldiers, stationed at military bases near San Giovanni Rotondo, 
made their way to Padre Pio’s monastery and to Mary’s house. The 
American soldiers described Mary as having all of the wonderful 
qualities of a loving mother. She radiated happiness to everyone she 
came in contact with. The soldiers enjoyed many home-cooked meals at 
her house. Most of them knew very little about Padre Pio. Mary shared 
stories of Padre Pio with everyone. Mary once said, “The world will 
someday be surprised to find out who Padre Pio really was.” She 
escorted many of the soldiers to the monastery to meet Padre Pio and for 
those who did not speak Italian, she acted as translator. Attending Padre 
Pio’s Mass proved to be a life-changing experience for a number of the 
military men and many experienced a deep conversion back to their 
faith. 

After the war ended, when the American soldiers returned to their 
homes, they told their friends and relatives about the saintly priest who 
lived in the far away monastery in southern Italy. Many of the American 
G.I.’s remained in contact with Mary through letters. 

Through the years, Mary worked for Padre Pio diligently, steadily, 
loyally. Once when she voiced a complaint to Padre Pio about the Home 
for the Relief of Suffering, he said to her, “Don’t criticize the hospital, 
Mary. It will be where you will spend your last days on earth.” His 
words proved to be accurate. Mary’s devotion to Padre Pio was so great 
that she could not imagine life without him. Once she said to Padre Pio, 


“What will I do when you are gone?” He answered her, “You will be 
there to greet me,” indicating to Mary that she would precede him in 
death. 

The last years of Mary’s life were marked by a steady decline in 
health. She was coming to the end of her earthly journey. She developed 
a heart condition and due to several strokes, lost the use of her legs. She 
bore her prolonged sufferings with patience and even though ill and 
bedridden, she remained an apostle of Padre Pio. She continued to do a 
great deal of good, even from her sickbed. 

Pilgrims and visitors to San Giovanni Rotondo still knocked on 
Mary’s door. They were ushered into her bedroom, where she was 
happy to receive each one. Just like she had done for so many years, she 
told the pilgrims stories about Padre Pio. She once said, “I do not wish 
to be without Padre Pio either on earth or in Heaven.” Mary still had her 
beautiful smile and her gracious attitude. Nevertheless, it was hard for 
her to be inactive. One day she said to Padre Pio, “Of what use am I, 
now that I can do nothing?” Padre Pio answered, “You can do the will 
of God.” 

During Easter week of 1968, Mary made her confession to Padre 
Pio. She stated that she had never before seen him looking as he did on 
that day. His appearance, she said, reminded her of Jesus. Mary knew 
that Padre Pio, deeply united to Jesus, was also united to the sufferings 
of His Passion. As Good Friday approached, Mary observed that Padre 
Pio seemed to take on the very appearance of Jesus. 

Shortly after Easter, Mary suffered another stroke and was taken to 
the Home for the Relief of Suffering. She was eighty years old. Padre 
Pio was informed that her end was near and was asked if he wanted to 
visit her in the hospital. He was very ill at the time and was not able to 
leave the monastery. He said, “Physically, I am unable to visit her. But I 
shall pray to the Lord that he takes her to Paradise with the angels.” He 
paused a moment and then added, “Mary will finally be able to listen to 
the angels without having to play the organ.” 

Mary died in the Home for the Relief of Suffering on April 26, 1968. 
She had lived in San Giovanni Rotondo and served Padre Pio’s work for 


forty-five years. Charitable to the end, one of the last acts of her life was 
to provide the funds for some of the pressing needs of the Holy Family 
Seminary in Pietrelcina. She left her earthly estate to the Capuchins at 
the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. Padre Pio said of Mary, “She was 
always very religious and the Lord knows how to give a just reward to 
those who have earned it.” Padre Pio was to pass away just five months 
later, on September 23. 

Mary was buried in the Capuchin Chapel in the cemetery in San 
Giovanni Rotondo where the Capuchin priests and brothers were laid to 
rest. Also buried there were Padre Pio’s father and mother, Grazio and 
Giuseppa Forgione, his brother Michael Forgione, and his beloved 
spiritual director and friend, Padre Agostino Daniele. 

The Capuchin friars of Our Lady of Grace monastery held Mary in 
the highest esteem. They had the following words inscribed on her 
tomb: 


Adelia Maria Pyle - Full of charity and of seraphic virtues, 
may you remain eternally in the memory of Pietrelcina, where 
you donated a monastery, of San Giovanni Rotondo, where you 
were admired as a docile spiritual daughter of Padre Pio. 


When we look back after many small steps of love, we will discover 
that we have made a long and beautiful journey. 
-Henri Nouwen 


Jesus continues to love me and to draw me closer to himself. He has 
forgotten my sins, and I would say that he remembers only his own 
mercy ... Each morning he comes into my heart and pours out all the 
effusions of his goodness. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 8 


FATHER JAMES DEVITA, S.D.B. 


A friend sent us an article from a Catholic newspaper in New York 
about Father James DeVita’s celebration of his golden jubilee 
anniversary of fifty years in the priesthood. The article mentioned that 
Father James grew up in San Giovanni Rotondo and that he had known 
Padre Pio. We were able to contact Father James in Florida where he 
now makes his home. The story that follows is from our telephone 


interviews with him: 


Father James DeVita, S.D.B. was born and raised in San Giovanni 
Rotondo. Padre Pio’s name was a household word in the DeVita family. 
Father DeVita’s mother, Agnes, was a member of the Third Order of 
Saint Francis. Padre Pio often encouraged people to join the Third Order 
of Saint Francis, calling it a “school of holiness.” As a young woman, 
Agnes used to bake pizza and take it to the monastery for the Capuchins 
to enjoy for dinner. 

When Father DeVita was a teenager, he used to walk with his 
boyhood friends to the monastery to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. On one 
occasion, he was the altar server for Padre Pio’s Mass. Padre Pio often 
lost track of time during the Holy Sacrifice, but as a restless teenager, 
James DeVita did not lose track of time and to him Padre Pio’s Mass 


was just too long for comfort. 

Father DeVita also made his confession to Padre Pio on a number of 
occasions. At that time, the men’s confessions were held in the sacristy 
of the church. Confessions were face to face and neither a screen nor a 
curtain was provided for privacy. The line formed about four feet away 
from where the penitent was making his confession. The person 
kneeling before Padre Pio seemed so exposed, so vulnerable. Although 
nobody was trying to listen, one could practically hear the words being 
spoken. 

Waiting in line to make one’s confession to Padre Pio could be a 
nerve-wracking experience. The expression on Padre Pio’s face while 
hearing confessions, could be easily observed. When people confessed 
that they had missed Sunday Mass, he became visibly upset. He was 
extremely strict in this regard. Unless one was sick, missing Mass on 
Sunday was a grave omission. As a teenager, James DeVita would miss 
Mass from time to time due to his own negligence. When this occurred, 
he did not have the courage to make his confession to Padre Pio and he 
would choose another priest. 

On one occasion, a woman told Padre Pio that she no longer 
attended Mass because it was just too difficult to get her four children 
ready so that they could get there on time. At her words, Padre Pio 
became serious. “Just get up earlier,” he said to her. “Get up at 4:00 a.m. 
and you will have sufficient time to get ready.” But for those who were 
sick, it was an entirely different matter. “If you are homebound because 
of an illness, then you are already celebrating Mass,” he said. 

According to the general opinion, making one’s confession to Padre 
Pio was of inestimable help in the spiritual life. It was true. God gave 
Padre Pio extraordinary gifts and graces for his priestly work as a 
confessor. In his lifetime, he reconciled thousands of people back to 
their faith. He once said that if he had the choice between losing his 
eyesight or his sense of hearing, he would prefer to lose his eyesight. 
“Why is that?” someone asked. “It is because with my hearing intact, I 
would still be able to hear confessions,’ he answered. And hear 
confessions he did, often more than twelve hours a day. Pope Pius XII 


referred to Padre Pio as, “The confessor of Europe.” 

Padre Pio saw his priestly role as confessor as a great responsibility 
and he always prayed for God’s help. “Without the grace of God, we 
can do nothing,” he said. People often came to Padre Pio asking him for 
advice as to whether certain actions in their daily living experiences 
were right or wrong. He usually saw questions of right verses wrong in 
simple, black and white terms. He was able to counsel people in such a 
way that left no doubt in the person’s mind as to whether a particular 
action was right or wrong. He was never tempted to tell people what 
they wanted to hear. His desire was to tell people the truth. 

Padre Pio made no distinction between venial sins and mortal sins. 
He spoke simply of sin. For Padre Pio, sin was something serious, 
something terrible. There was to be no compromise with sin. It had to be 
avoided at all costs. “We will never know what it means to rebel against 
God,” he once said. 

Padre Pio said that he had only one fear, that of offending God. He 
once said, “I would rather undergo death an infinite number of times, 
rather than openly offend the Lord.” On one occasion a person told 
Padre Pio that he had told a lie. He explained that it was a very small lie, 
a white lie. It was of no consequence. “But Jesus died to defend the 
truth,’ Padre Pio answered. “A small lie is a sin that offends God,” he 
said. And he went further. He did not condone exaggeration either, even 
to the smallest degree. 

For those who were sincerely seeking to move forward on the 
spiritual path, confession to Padre Pio was a great blessing. But for 
those who did not have the will nor the desire to change, his spiritual 
direction was described as “demanding, disturbing, and uncomfortable.” 

Time and space and distance did not seem to be a barrier in Padre 
Pio’s ministry to souls. On one occasion, one of the Capuchins was just 
about to knock on the door of Padre Pio’s cell when he heard Padre Pio 
talking to someone inside. He decided not to disturb them but he waited 
at the door anyway. Soon Padre Pio opened the door, but there was no 
one else inside his cell. “I heard you talking to someone in your cell but 
I see that there is no one there but you,” the Capuchin said. “Oh, I was 


hearing someone’s confession,” Padre Pio replied. Through the 
extraordinary gift of bilocation, Padre Pio was able to be present to 
people often great distances away who were in need of his help. 

Padre Pio went to confession frequently and he encouraged others to 
do the same. When some protested that they did not need to go to 
confession since they had nothing of consequence to confess, Padre Pio 
used a simple analogy. “Even if a room is very clean and the door is 
closed so that no one can enter, the dust will nevertheless collect there 
and it will require cleaning,” he said. Once Padre Pio made his 
confession to Padre Eusebio Notte and afterward, he began to cry. Padre 
Eusebio was perplexed. He told Padre Pio that the sins that he confessed 
were indeed very small and insignificant. There was certainly no reason 
to cry. But Padre Pio did not see it that way. He had a horror of 
offending God, even in small matters. He was always truly sorry for his 
sins. 

When Father DeVita was a teenager, he used to take part as an actor 
in the religious plays that were performed in San Giovanni Rotondo. 
The plays included the life of St. Cecilia, St. Agnes, St. Peter and more. 
His childhood friend, Bert Longo (Chapter 12) used to participate as 
well. Padre Pio and the other Capuchins frequently attended the 
performances and enjoyed them immensely. Rehearsals were held at 
Mary Pyle’s home. Father DeVita had a great admiration for Mary Pyle. 
She was often known simply as, “Padre Pio’s American secretary.” 
“Mary was a person of great holiness,” said Father DeVita. “Her love 
for God and her great willingness to serve Padre Pio’s work was truly 
amazing.” Mary had the heart of a mother, and the charity of a saint. 
Her cause for canonization is presently being considered by the Church. 

After prayerful consideration, James DeVita began his preparation 
to study for the priesthood. As the time drew closer to his ordination 
day, James was allowed to visit Padre Pio in the monastery garden, 
where the Capuchins gathered for recreation each day. He recalled that 
Padre Pio delighted in telling funny stories and making everyone laugh. 
“Padre Pio had a wonderful sense of humor,” Father DeVita said. “He 
was a simple man. He was not an intellectual. He was a man of prayer, a 


man who loved God above all things.” 

Padre Pio would always remove his half-gloves before the 
celebration of Mass. On several occasions, Father DeVita was able to 
kiss the stigmata on Padre Pio’s hand when his gloves were removed. It 
was a grace-filled experience and yet it was not something that was easy 
to do. Father DeVita would close his eyes tightly and with trepidation, 
kiss the wound on Padre Pio’s hand. 

Because of the inadequate health care in San Giovanni Rotondo in 
the early years, many of the people in the area died an untimely death. 
Padre Pio felt compelled to remedy the situation. He worked tirelessly to 
make the Home for the Relief of Suffering a reality. Father DeVita saw 
first-hand, the great blessings of Padre Pio’s hospital. Not only did it 
save the lives of many of the sick and infirm, it was also of great benefit 
to the poor. San Giovanni Rotondo was an economically depressed 
region and many of its citizens struggled to find work. The Home for the 
Relief of Suffering provided much needed jobs for many of the families 
in the town. Father DeVita’s own sister Raffaella, felt very fortunate to 
be employed at the hospital. 

Father DeVita became a patient at the Home for the Relief of 
Suffering shortly after it opened its doors. He contracted typhoid fever 
and remained in a coma for four days. A rumor went around San 
Giovanni Rotondo that James had passed away, but Padre Pio set the 
record straight. He said, “Do not worry. James has not passed away. He 
is going to recover.” 

In 1957, James DeVita was ordained as a priest of the Salesian 
Order, founded by St. John Bosco. Mary Pyle and the ladies’ choir that 
she directed, came to the parish of San Onofrio in San Giovanni 
Rotondo on the day of James’ ordination and provided the beautiful 
music for his ordination Mass. When Father DeVita celebrated his first 
Mass, he had the great joy to wear one of Padre Pio’s priestly stoles. 

Before he moved to the United States, Father DeVita went to Padre 
Pio to say goodbye. “But there is so much work for priests to do here in 
Italy,” Padre Pio said to him. “Why do you have to move so far away?” 
Father DeVita explained that he wanted to be closer to his family who 


had emigrated to Canada. 

Most of Father DeVita’s priestly ministry has been spent serving 
parishes in New York and New Jersey. Looking back on his life, he is 
very grateful to have grown up in San Giovanni Rotondo and to have 
had a saint as his role model. Father DeVita said that the beautiful words 
spoken by Pope Paul VI on the life and spirituality of Padre Pio, echo 
his own sentiments in a profound way. In speaking of Padre Pio, Pope 
Paul VI said: 


What fame he had. How many followers from around the 
world. Why? Was it because he was a philosopher, a scholar, or 
because he had means at his disposal? No, it was because he said 
Mass humbly, heard confessions from morning until night and 
was a marked representative of the stigmata of Our Lord. He was 
truly a man of prayer and suffering. 


Padre Pio put us, by his very person, in contact with God and 
showed us that Jesus Christ is real even today, in a world slowly losing 
its awareness of transcendental values. 

— Father Augustine McGregor, O.C.S.O. 


CHAPTER 9 


CHARLES MANDINA 


We learned about Charles Mandina through a mutual friend but it 
took almost a year before we were finally able to catch up with him. He 
was a busy man, always working for the Lord. We were very happy 
when Charles agreed to meet with us in Los Angeles so that we could 
learn more about his experience of being Padre Pio’s Italian-English 
translator. Charles’ humility and gentle spirit were very evident and 
very edifying. It was not easy for him to talk about himself: How happy 
we were that Charles brought his best friend, Rocco Falatico (Chapter 
10) with him to our meeting that day. Rocco had visited Padre Pio as 
well and he too had a story to share. Charles was planning on coming 
to our annual St. Pio Feast Day celebration in San Diego but not long 
after we visited him, he became ill. He passed away on Mercy Sunday at 
the three o’clock hour, the hour of Divine Mercy. We know we were 
blessed to meet Charles and were saddened at his passing. This is 
Charles’ story: 


When Charles Mandina looked back on his life, he said that it was 
the Rosary that was initially instrumental in leading him to Padre Pio. 
After his mother passed away, Charles often found comfort in holding 
her Rosary. He did not know the prayers of the Rosary but having it 
with him seemed like a connection to his mother. During that time, 


someone gave him a book on Padre Pio, telling him it was a book he 
needed to read. He read the book with great interest, and not long after, 
he made a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. The year was 
1961. 

Charles attended Padre Pio’s Mass and was very moved. When he 
made another trip to San Giovanni Rotondo, Padre Pio asked him to stay 
on and assist him with the work. He became Padre Pio’s Italian-English 
translator, interpreting for the many English-speaking pilgrims who 
came to see Padre Pio. Living inside the monastery, Charles worked at 
Padre Pio’s side each day. He also assisted as one of his correspondence 
secretaries. 

Charles’ very first job in San Giovanni Rotondo was cracking 
almonds in the kitchen of Mary Pyle. He had a great admiration for 
Mary and for all that she did to assist Padre Pio. One day he spoke to 
her in confidence and told her that although he had spent a good deal of 
time with Padre Pio, he still felt that he did not really know him. Mary 
said to Charles, “I feel the same way that you do. I have spent years 
assisting him but I do not feel like I know him either. Now, his 
confessor who listens to his most intimate thoughts, knows him better 
than you or I do. But in reality, no one truly knows Padre Pio. Only God 
does.” 

One time Mary Pyle mentioned to Charles that Padre Pio walked at 
an angle, as if under the weight of a heavy cross. Charles had noticed it 
as well. He walked as if supporting a great weight. It was the walk of 
the Cyrenean, carrying the cross of Christ. It was after the Mass that 
Charles noticed his angular walk more than at any other time. 

Knowing the gifts that Padre Pio had as a confessor, Charles found 
himself uneasy at the prospect of making his confession to him. 
However, he did make his confession to Padre Pio and counted it a great 
grace. Once after hearing Charles’ confession, Padre Pio told him to 
make a pilgrimage to Monte Sant’ Angelo and visit the shrine of St. 
Michael the Archangel. Padre Pio had experienced St. Michael’s 
protection on many occasions in his life and prayed to him daily. Each 
year, Padre Pio made a preparation of forty days for St. Michael’s feast 


day. “Consecrate yourself to St. Michael and to the angels,” Padre Pio 
told Charles. “You will need the help of St. Michael, living in this 
world.” 

Charles noticed that when Padre Pio greeted visitors, or conversed 
with the friars, or when engaged in other activities, he always kept his 
left hand hidden inside of his habit. Charles often wondered the reason 
and one day discovered it. Padre Pio had a hook sewn inside of his habit 
to which his Rosary was attached. Concealed from view, his left hand 
was always holding on to his Rosary. He was able to meet the many 
guests at the monastery and carry on a busy apostolate while at the same 
time praying the Rosary. 

Charles noticed that a number of the doctors from Padre Pio’s 
hospital, the Home for the Relief of Suffering, attended the 5:00 a.m. 
Mass each morning at the monastery. After the Mass, they would often 
seek advice from Padre Pio regarding especially difficult medical cases, 
asking whether it was advisable for certain patients to have surgery or 
not. Padre Pio never had to spend a long time pondering the questions, 
but responded quickly. He advised the doctors according to the light 
given to him by God. Those who worked closely with Padre Pio all 
agreed that when his advice was followed, the outcome always proved 
to be the most beneficial for all concerned. 

Charles had fond memories of Enrico, a chimney sweep by trade, 
who came to Mary Pyle’s house one day asking for a job. Enrico’s face, 
hands, and clothing were generally always covered with a thick layer of 
soot and ashes. Mary asked Padre Pio if she should hire Enrico. “Yes, 
give him a job,” Padre Pio said. “His face may be dirty, but his soul is as 
white as snow!” Enrico became a very close friend of Padre Pio’s. It 
was Enrico who would open the little window in the monastery every 
evening so that Padre Pio could look out and wave to the large crowd 
assembled outside waiting to bid him goodnight. 

One time a doctor and an engineer, both from the Philippines, came 
to the monastery in hopes of meeting Padre Pio. Padre Pio saw the men 
from a distance and told Charles to tell them to go and put on long 
sleeved shirts or he would not greet them. The two men objected. “It is 


the middle of summer and very hot,” they said. “We have just come 
from Rome and have been to the Vatican where everyone is wearing 
short sleeved shirts.” Although they were indignant, they did as they 
were told and came back wearing long sleeved shirts. 

Charles was present when Padre Pio walked in the room to greet the 
two men. As they fell to their knees, the room became permeated with 
an intense scent of perfume. The fragrance was so strong that their eyes 
began to water and their noses began to run. In a blessing, Padre Pio 
tapped the doctor on his head three times. The doctor was so overcome 
by the force of spiritual power that was radiating from Padre Pio that he 
began to sway. Charles was afraid that he was going to fall over and had 
to take his arm and help him up and to a nearby bench. 

Padre Pio often told jokes to Charles and the others who assisted 
him and if he liked a particular joke, he would repeat it on many 
occasions. “That’s corny,” the friars would say to tease him. “It isn’t 
cory,” Padre Pio would reply. “It is very funny!” Charles described 
Padre Pio as a simple man, a humble man, whose life revolved around 
the Blessed Sacrament and the Rosary. Padre Pio would say, “If God 
had given the gifts he has given me, to another man, he would have 
made much better use of them than I have.” He was very much aware of 
the great things the Lord had done for him, yet he remained humble. 

Charles said that the experience he treasured the most during the 
time he spent at the monastery was that of being present at Padre Pio’s 
Mass. The impact of his Mass could not really be explained; it could 
only be experienced. It was sufficient to produce a profound spiritual 
change in the lives of countless souls. Charles assisted at Padre Pio’s 
Mass and described Padre Pio’s face at the altar as “shining like the 
sun.” Others too, testified to this. At times, Padre Pio’s face was 
observed to be glowing during the Mass. On occasion, Charles saw a 
halo of light surrounding Padre Pio’s head. He also saw the wounds in 
Padre Pio’s hands bleeding during the Holy Sacrifice. “Padre Pio lived 
the Mass. He lived the crucifixion,” Charles said. At the conclusion of 
the Mass, Charles would take Padre Pio’s arm and help him down from 
the altar. Holding his arm, Charles could sense the suffering that was 


present in his body. 

On one occasion, at the conclusion of the Mass, a person in the 
church screamed in a frightening and diabolical voice, “Padre Pio, I am 
going to do away with you!” The voice sounded so evil that Charles 
began trembling with fear. Padre Pio however, remained calm and made 
the sign of the cross toward the person who had shrieked in such a 
sinister way. Diabolical attacks were not unusual in Padre Pio’s life. 
They had occurred since his childhood. 

Counting the time he lived in the monastery, as well as many 
subsequent trips he made to see Padre Pio, Charles spent approximately 
one year in San Giovanni Rotondo. When he was returning to the 
United States to live permanently, he asked Padre Pio for direction on 
the course his life was to take. “I will guide you,” Padre Pio said simply. 
Padre Pio asked Charles to establish the prayer groups in the Los 
Angeles area where he resided, and in 1966, the first Padre Pio prayer 
group was formed there. Many more were to follow through Charles’ 
efforts. He also spread devotion to Padre Pio in the Philippines, the 
Hawaiian Islands (including the leper colony of Molokai), and Mexico. 
Charles said, “Curiosity might initially bring people to Padre Pio, but 
once you had seen him, you couldn’t explain it, but you were changed.” 


Being holy means living exactly as our Father in heaven wants us to 
live. You will say that it is difficult. It is. The ideal is a very high one. 
And yet it is also easy. It is within our reach. When a person becomes 
ill, there may be no appropriate medicine. But in supernatural affairs, it 
is not like that. The medicine is always at hand. It is Jesus Christ, 
present in the Holy Eucharist, and he also gives us his grace in the 
other sacraments which he established. Let us say again, in word and in 
action: “Lord, I trust in you. Your ordinary providence, your help each 
day, is all I need.” 

- St. Josemaria Escrivad 


Remember that we are children of an infinitely merciful Father who 
is very indulgent toward us. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 10 


ROCCO AND ROCKY FALATICO 


Charles Mandina (previous chapter) introduced us to his best friend, 
Rocco Falatico. Just like Charles, Rocco had met Padre Pio in the early 
1960’s. We have remained good friends with Rocco since meeting him 
as well as with his son, Rocky. This is Rocco’s story: 


Rocco Falatico first noticed something amiss with his two-year-old 
son Rocky, when he began having difficulty walking. Rocco was 
worried because his son who was normally quite agile, was falling down 
a lot. When Rocco took him to the doctor, extensive tests revealed that 
he had a brain tumor. 

Rocky was scheduled for brain surgery at the UCLA Medical Center 
in Los Angeles. Rocco felt that his son was in very good hands as 
several of the finest neurosurgeons in the country were attending him. 
Five doctors assisted at the surgery. Little Rocky was taken to the 
operating room early in the morning and at 4:00 p.m. the surgery was 
over. However, the news was not good. Dr. Richard Balch informed the 
Falatico family that the tumor was malignant and was integrated into 
little Rocky’s brain, making it inoperable. They had only been able to 
remove a small part of the tumor. 

Rocky would have to undergo thirty cobalt and radiation treatments. 
The doctors had differing opinions about Rocky’s chance of survival. 
One doctor told Rocco that he estimated his son had one chance in 


10,000 of recovery. Another doctor said that little Rocky had one 
chance in 1,000. No matter, to Rocco, the odds seemed very poor. It 
seemed like a death sentence. 

Rocco’s father took some copper tubing and made his grandson 
some parallel bars that he could hold on to for support when he walked. 
There was talk that he might completely lose his ability to walk. The 
family, the extended family, friends and neighbors were all praying for 
little Rocky with great intensity. 

Charles Mandina, Rocco’s best friend, assured him that he was 
praying for his son. Rocco had met Charles Mandina in 1960 at the 
Menke Marking Company in Los Angeles County, where they were 
both employed. In 1961, when Rocco got married, Charles was his best 
man at the wedding. Their friendship was strengthened by their mutual 
love for their Catholic faith. They used to encourage each other in their 
spiritual practices and both attended daily Mass. 

Charles Mandina had visited the monastery of Our Lady of Grace in 
San Giovanni Rotondo and when he returned home, his enthusiasm for 
Padre Pio knew no bounds. He shared many stories with Rocco about 
Padre Pio. Rocco decided to take his son to Italy and make his request to 
Padre Pio in person. He would ask Padre Pio to pray for Rocky’s 
healing. For the first time since he was told of his son’s prognosis, 
Rocco began to have hope. 

Because Rocco did not have the financial means to make the trip, 
members of his family as well as Charles, all pitched in and supplied the 
needed funds. The year was 1964 and Rocco was twenty-four years old. 
When Rocco, his wife, and little Rocky arrived in Rome, the language 
barrier became very obvious. They could not find anyone who spoke 
English. They took a train to Foggia and then a bus on to San Giovanni 
Rotondo. When they finally arrived at the monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace, their joy was great. Padre Pio was at the altar giving the 
afternoon Benediction service when they walked into the church. Rocco 
noticed that Padre Pio’s face had a very noticeable spiritual radiance. He 
had never witnessed anything like it before. 

Afterward, the men were allowed to go into the sacristy to receive 


Padre Pio’s blessing. Rocco was holding little Rocky in his arms when 
Padre Pio walked in the room. Rocco felt impelled to kneel and also to 
keep his eyes lowered. “It was like being in the presence of Christ,” 
Rocco said. Rocco felt overwhelmed and was not able to speak. He had 
made the long journey from California to Italy to ask Padre Pio to pray 
for his son, but once in his presence, he found himself unable to utter a 
single word. 

Padre Pio allowed the men who were present in the sacristy to kiss 
his hand. His face lit up with joy when he saw little Rocky. Rocky 
kissed Padre Pio’s hand just like all the others who were assembled. He 
told Rocco afterward, “Daddy, I smelled something different when 
Padre Pio was there.” Rocco knew that his son was talking about the 
beautiful charism of perfume, one of Padre Pio’s spiritual gifts. Later 
that day, they stood in a corridor of the monastery and saw Padre Pio 
once again. There was a large crowd of people present and when Padre 
Pio came into view, everyone reached out to touch him. Rocco did not 
follow suit. For him, it wasn’t necessary. He felt a tremendous blessing 
just to be near Padre Pio. 

The second day of the visit, Rocco had the good fortune to have 
lunch with one of the Capuchins, Brother Bill Martin. Brother Bill, 
originally from Brooklyn, New York, had the advantage of being able to 
speak both English and Italian. He had taken up the study of the Italian 
language upon Padre Pio’s advice and he eventually became fluent in it. 
During the lunch, Rocco told Brother Bill about little Rocky’s serious 
condition. Brother Bill told him to bring Rocky back to the monastery 
the next day around noon and to go to the upstairs area where the men 
assembled. Padre Pio would be there and Rocco could then ask him to 
pray for little Rocky. 

Rocco went back to his hotel room and composed a letter for the 
Capuchins to give to Padre Pio the next day. In the letter he explained 
Rocky’s critical condition and asked for Padre Pio’s prayers. Unable to 
speak Italian, he consulted his Italian/English dictionary, but without 
command of the language, it was very difficult to write the letter. He 
asked the hotel clerk to read it and see if it made sense. It passed the 


test. 

The next day, Rocco was standing with his letter in hand in the area 
of the monastery where Brother Bill had told him to wait. He gave his 
letter to one of the Capuchins who was nearby and asked him to deliver 
it to Padre Pio. When Padre Pio came into the corridor, Rocco knelt 
down and again was unable to say a word. It was a replay of the 
previous day. Padre Pio put his hand on Rocco’s head and on little 
Rocky’s head in a blessing. He spoke to Rocco through an interpreter 
who was assisting him. “Padre Pio is going to offer his life to God at the 
Mass for the cure of your son,” the interpreter told Rocco. When Rocco 
heard the words, he felt a tremendous sense of assurance. If Padre Pio 
was offering his life at the Mass for the cure of little Rocky, Rocco felt 
certain that Rocky would be healed. 

While in San Giovanni Rotondo, the Falatico family was able to 
visit the home of Mary Pyle, just down the road from the monastery. 
Mary Pyle was ill at the time and in bed but she nevertheless greeted the 
family with love. As a gift, she gave little Rocky a statue of the Infant of 
Prague. 

Later when Rocco reflected on the visit, he was amazed at how 
everything seemed to come together in such a marvelous way. How 
providential it was that he met Brother Bill Martin and had lunch with 
him. He was able to tell Brother Bill about little Rocky’s condition and 
Brother Bill was kind enough to explain to him how he could see Padre 
Pio the following day. Even though there were crowds of people at the 
monastery, Rocco had been able to give his letter to one of the 
Capuchins and to speak to Padre Pio about his son. Rocco wished that 
he could have thanked Brother Bill for his help, but after they had lunch 
together, he never saw him again. 

Rocco and his family spent four days in San Giovanni Rotondo. 
Before leaving to return to California, Rocco saw Padre Pio one last 
time. He did not know what came over him for without planning to, he 
asked Padre Pio, “Should my wife and I have more children?” “Yes, you 
must have more children,” Padre Pio answered. Padre Pio then added, “‘T 
advise you and your wife to live in the perfect grace of God. You must 


live your lives in complete conformity to God’s will. Your son’s healing 
depends on it.” 

Rocky’s condition showed a marked improvement during the time 
spent in San Giovanni Rotondo. When he returned home, he continued 
to get better. The doctors were very surprised. Although he was not 
expected to live, Rocky beat the odds that seemed so formidable. He 
made a full and complete recovery. 

Although Rocky was too young to remember the details of the visit 
to San Giovanni Rotondo, his father frequently spoke to him about it. 
Rocky became close to his father’s best friend, Charles Mandina (Uncle 
Charlie). Uncle Charlie was a mentor to Rocky and a wonderful spiritual 
role model. He always encouraged Rocky to put God first in his life and 
to pray and spend time in front of the Blessed Sacrament. “All of our 
problems should be taken to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament,” he often 
said to Rocky. 

In 1989, on the twenty-fifth anniversary of his healing, Rocky, who 
was now twenty-seven years old, returned to the monastery of Our Lady 
of Grace. Uncle Charlie made the trip with him. “Remember, this is not 
a vacation. We are going to Our Lady of Grace to pray,” Uncle Charlie 
said to Rocky. And pray they did. During their pilgrimage, prayers of 
thanksgiving were uppermost in their minds and in their hearts. 

Rocky and Uncle Charlie visited Mary Pyle’s home and although 
Mary had passed away many years before, Carmela Marocchino who 
had lived with Mary for years, was still living in the house. Carmela 
remembered vividly the day that Rocco had brought his little son to see 
Mary, twenty-five years before. She pointed out the shelf in Mary’s 
house that had one empty space. It was where the statue of the Infant of 
Prague had been that Mary had given to Rocky. 

Through the years, when Rocky, Rocco and Uncle Charlie would get 
together, Padre Pio was always their favorite topic of conversation. 
Uncle Charlie used to say that he did not feel that he was ever able to 
completely comprehend Padre Pio’s true greatness. When speaking to 
Rocco and Rocky about Padre Pio, he would frequently repeat, “We 
don’t know who we touched.” 


I have heard your prayer and seen your tears. I will heal you. 
— 2 Kings 20:5 


By his life given wholly to prayer and to listening to his brothers and 
sisters, Padre Pio, this humble Capuchin friar, astonished the world. 
— Pope John Paul IT 


CHAPTER 11 
MONSIGNOR JOHN ESSEFF 


Our friend, Ray Ewen learned that a priest from Pennsylvania, 
Monsignor John Esseff had met Padre Pio. Ray had been trying for a 
long time to get Monsignor Esseff’s contact information and was finally 
successful. Our interview with Monsignor Esseff took place on the back 
porch of the rectory where he resides in beautiful Scranton, 
Pennsylvania. 


Father John Esseff, while on a pilgrimage to Rome in 1959, decided 
to make a detour to San Giovanni Rotondo and visit Padre Pio. His 
friend on the pilgrimage, Father Robert, was happy to accompany him. 
As far as Father John knew, at that time, there were only two individuals 
living, who had the stigmata - Padre Pio who lived in a Capuchin 
monastery in Italy and the laywoman and mystic, Therese Neumann 
who lived in the small village of Konnersreuth, in Germany. 

In 1959, Padre Pio was a controversial figure. Some people said that 
he had been banished from the priesthood, that his stigmata was self- 
inflicted, that he could no longer hear confessions. Others believed him 
to be a living saint, a man in touch with God. Father John was of the 
second opinion. 

Father John had a small grasp of the Italian language and while in 
Rome, he was able to understand it to a limited degree. But when he left 
Rome to visit Padre Pio’s monastery, all of that changed. He was not 


able to understand even one word of the Italian language that was being 
spoken. Someone was able to foresee the problem of the language 
barrier and gave Father John some helpful advice. When he and Father 
Robert arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo, they were advised to simply 
say the words, “Maria Pyla’” to the first person they saw and they would 
be sure to be directed to the home of Mary Pyle. They were told that 
Mary assisted Padre Pio’s apostolate in countless ways, that she was 
well-known in San Giovanni Rotondo, and that she would help them 
with any of their needs during their visit. 

When the two priests stepped off the bus in San Giovanni Rotondo, 
the words “Maria Pyla” drew an instant response. They were directed to 
Mary’s home, which was very close to Padre Pio’s monastery. They 
received a warm welcome from Mary and she invited them to dinner. 
Padre Pio’s nephew joined them for the meal. 

While they were eating dinner, the front door opened and Padre Pio 
walked in. Needless to say, Father John was very surprised. Padre Pio 
looked directly at Father John and said, “Why are you here? Are you 
one of the curiosity seekers?” “No, not at all,” said Father John. “I am a 
believer.” Padre Pio walked over to the left side of the table where 
Father John was sitting and spoke to him for a few minutes. Then he 
turned and left. Father John was so surprised by the visit that he asked 
Mary about it. “Does Padre Pio come to your house often?’ Mary 
understood that Father John had received a special blessing and that the 
experience was meant for him and for no one else. Mary said to Father 
John, “Padre Pio had something special for you. He sometimes does 
that. None of the rest of us saw him.” 

Father John tried to take it all in. For those minutes when Padre Pio 
was talking to him, Father John was completely unaware of the others at 
the table. Mary Pyle understood and Padre Pio’s nephew understood but 
Father Robert did not. He was completely mystified. “What happened at 
the dinner table was spooky!” Father Robert said. “I don’t know what to 
make of it.” 

The next morning, in order to get to Padre Pio’s 5:00 a.m. Mass, the 
two priests got up in the middle of the night. They got to the church at 


2:30 a.m. where a large crowd was already gathered. When the doors 
opened, the two priests went into the sacristy. About two hundred men 
were already assembled there. When Padre Pio walked through the 
sacristy, all of the men knelt down. Padre Pio stood right in front of 
Father John and in silence, stared at him. His expression was solemn. 
Everyone looked at Padre Pio as he looked at Father John. This went on 
for what seemed like an hour but Father Robert told Father John that 
Padre Pio stared at him for about fifteen minutes. 

Padre Pio made his way with difficulty through the crowd, to a 
kneeler where he paused to pray before vesting for Mass. When he 
finished his prayers and passed through the sacristy again, he stopped 
once more in front of Father John. This time, however, he had a 
beautiful smile on his face. He had removed his gloves and Father John 
could see the stigmata. There was light passing through the wounds on 
his hands. Father John bent down and kissed his hand and then Padre 
Pio put his hand on Father John’s head in a blessing. 

The church was filled to capacity the morning that Father John and 
Father Robert attended the Mass. Padre Pio was meticulous about 
everything connected with the altar. He was particular regarding the 
position of the chalice and the position of the corporal. Everything had 
to be perfect. Father John noticed that after the Mass, the local Italian 
people took dabs of cotton and touched it to the floor by the altar. There 
were bloodstains around the altar and it was gathered on the cotton as 
relics. 

Father John wanted to make his confession to Padre Pio, but Padre 
Pio’s assistant, Father Dominic Meyer told him it would not be possible. 
The confessions were booked solid for two weeks in advance. However, 
Father Dominic told Father John that he would speak to Padre Pio about 
him. A short time later, Father John received a letter from Father 
Dominic. Padre Pio had sent a message saying that if Father John ever 
needed his help while hearing confessions, to send his guardian angel to 
Padre Pio and he would help him immediately. Padre Pio added that if 
he needed help for any other reason, just to send his angel, and he would 
respond at once. 


In the years since his visit to Padre Pio, Father John Esseff, now 
Monsignor John Esseff, has kept very busy in his priestly ministry. He 
has traveled worldwide and has given retreats to the Missionaries of 
Charity in Lebanon, Haiti, Italy, the United States, India, and more. He 
was very close to Mother Teresa and while in India, he served as a 
confessor and retreat director to her and her religious community. He 
was appointed director of formation at the seminary in Fargo, North 
Dakota, and at Creighton University, he has served as spiritual director 
for formation of priests and seminarians. He is the creator of Telespond, 
a program which addresses the needs of the elderly and he has been an 
advocate for migrant farm workers as well as for mentally handicapped, 
the poor, and the homeless. 

For twelve years, Monsignor Esseff served at the Lackawanna 
County Prison as a counselor and chaplain to prisoners and their 
extended families. For his many contributions to humanity, he has 
received the Pope John Paul II award, “Prelate of Honor.” He continues 
to serve as a retreat master and spiritual director for bishops, priests, and 
seminarians. He has never forgotten Padre Pio’s words, “Just send me 
your guardian angel if you ever need my help.” As a confessor and 
spiritual director, Monsignor Esseff has needed Padre Pio’s help and 
guidance on many occasions. Frequently, when faced with a difficult 
situation, not knowing the right words to say or the best advice to give, 
he has sent his angel to Padre Pio. The answer has always come. He 
continues to send his guardian angel to Padre Pio and has felt Padre 
Pio’s ever-present help throughout the years. 


St. Paul teaches that this life of ours is like traveling abroad from 
our home country. He says, “As long as we are in the body, we are 
traveling away from the Lord" (2 Corinthians 5:6). Since we are still 
traveling in a foreign land, we ought to keep in mind what our home 
country is — that country to which we must hasten by turning our backs 
on the attractions and delights of this life. This homeland toward which 
we travel is the only place where we can find true rest because God does 
not wish us to find rest anywhere else. The reason is simple: if God gave 


us perfect rest while we were still abroad, we would find no pleasure in 
returning home. 


- St Augustine 


Let us always strive more and more to love the Lord. This great 
truth of loving God must not seem hard to us; on the contrary, we must 
consider ourselves honored, because the Lord God didn’t limit himself 
to creating us and telling us to love him, but he made a commandment 
of it. .. He commands us to do so and the commandment is full of love. 
It is he who instills it into our hearts. It is he who gives us the means to 
be able to love him. But that which is more surprising, he has also 
promised us the prize. It isn’t something that is temporary, passing, or 
limited. It is as eternal as he is eternal; it is as immense as he is 
immense; it is as lasting as he is lasting. And God lasts forever, for all 
eternity. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 12 


UMBERTO (BERT) LONGO 


When Bert Longo received a letter from his good friend, Father 
James DeVita (Chapter 8), along with an issue of the “Pray, Hope, and 
Don’t Worry” publication, he read it with great interest. Bert has been 
good friends with Father James since their youth. Like Father James, 
Bert had grown up in San Giovanni Rotondo and had an interesting 
story of his own to share regarding Padre Pio. We visited Bert and his 
wife Clara at their home in Cape Cod, Massachusetts. This is their 


Story: 


Umberto (Bert) Longo was born and raised in San Giovanni 
Rotondo and lived just one mile from the monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace. When Bert’s father emigrated to the United States to find work, 
Bert became very close to his Uncle Gerardo Miniscalchi who became 


like a father-figure to him. Previously, Uncle Gerardo had joined a 
religious order, but when his mother (Bert’s grandmother) became ill, he 
left his religious community and moved back home to help his family. A 
devout and prayerful man all his life, Gerardo never married. Every 
afternoon, he taught Bert a lesson from the catechism. Uncle Gerardo 
went to church twice daily and eventually became the president of the 
Third Order of Saint Francis in San Giovanni Rotondo. Padre Pio was a 
great promoter of the Third Order of Saint Francis. He would say to the 
members, “Let us act in such a way that St. Francis will be proud of us.” 

Gerardo had a barber shop in San Giovanni Rotondo and for many 
years he had the honor of being Padre Pio’s barber, as well as barber for 
the other Capuchins. He went regularly to the monastery to cut their hair 
and he considered it a great privilege. As a sign of respect, he always 
wore a suit and tie whenever he gave the Capuchins a haircut. 

In 1939, when Bert was eight years old, Uncle Gerardo started 
taking him each Sunday to the afternoon Vespers service at Padre Pio’s 
monastery. They walked the one-mile distance, since there was no 
public transportation to the monastery at that time. On the way, Bert and 
his uncle passed an occasional farmhouse nestled among cherry trees 
but other than that, the surrounding area was almost completely 
undeveloped. 

Sunday Vespers at the monastery, which included hymns, prayers 
and Benediction, lasted almost one hour. Padre Pio and the other 
Capuchins always sat in the balcony of the church for the service. Very 
few lay people attended Vespers at the time, probably due to the fact 
that it was a long uphill walk from town. After Vespers, Bert and Uncle 
Gerardo would go into the monastery garden and visit with Padre Pio. 
There were usually seven or eight priests along with several laymen in 
attendance. A high wall surrounded the entire area, which afforded 
complete privacy. Past the garden entrance was the monastery’s well. 
Padre Pio would often hold Bert’s hand and walk down the garden 
pathways while the other men would follow along behind. Even though 
Bert was just a small boy at the time, while in Padre Pio’s presence, he 
felt no desire to play or run about like children often do. Padre Pio 


would frequently sit on a bench and converse with the adults while 
holding Bert’s hand. 

On one occasion, Padre Pio spoke about Bert’s father to everyone 
who was gathered. “Just like my own father, Bert’s father, Matteo, has 
emigrated to the United States in order to make a living,” Padre Pio 
said. “Many people believe that the United States is so rich that the tiles 
on the roofs of the homes are made out of pure gold. That is why so 
many people want to leave Italy and move there,’ Padre Pio added. 
Grazio Forgione, Padre Pio’s father, had traveled to South America and 
also to the U.S. in order to work and to earn money for his family and 
for Padre Pio’s education in the seminary. 

Bert recalled some of the “regulars” who visited Padre Pio during 
the period of recreation in the monastery garden after Sunday Vespers. 
There was Basilio, the town’s electrician as well as Michaelino, who 
had a newsstand where he sold tobacco and newspapers. There was the 
English Count, John Telfener, who owned a villa nearby, and Friedrich 
Abresch, the official photographer for the monastery. Bert also 
remembers the Capuchins’ pet dog, a German Shepherd who was 
instinctively good at guarding the property and keeping strangers at bay. 

Although Bert was too young to fully comprehend Padre Pio’s 
spirituality, he always knew that there was something special about him. 
For one thing, he always wore brown half-gloves and Bert knew that he 
did so in order to cover the wounds of the stigmata on his hands. Bert 
served as altar boy for Padre Pio on one occasion only. Kneeling on the 
hard marble floor was uncomfortable and making the effort to remain 
still during the long periods of silence, proved to be almost impossible 
for young Bert. The Mass took place very early in the morning and 
although Bert tried to stifle his yawns while serving at the altar, he did 
not succeed. He never signed up to serve Padre Pio’s Mass again. 

Bert also found out by experience that it could be daunting to go to 
confession to Padre Pio. One memorable confession occurred when Bert 
was ten years old. Padre Pio heard his confession in one of the cells of 
the monastery. Bert had not made a good preparation to receive the 
sacrament and had not given very much thought to what he was going to 


say. He confessed several venial or minor sins and when he said his final 
words, Padre Pio asked him, “Is that all you have to confess?” “Yes, it 
is,” said Bert. “I don’t think so,” said Padre Pio. “I want you to go to my 
cell and meditate on your sins and then come back.” 

Bert did as instructed. He was very familiar with the monastery and 
knew that Padre Pio’s cell was just down the corridor. Once inside 
Padre Pio’s cell, Bert saw the kneeler close to his bed. There he knelt as 
he had been instructed. He remembered that it was common knowledge 
in San Giovanni Rotondo that Padre Pio was often tormented by the 
devil. He also knew that Padre Pio led a very penitential life. He looked 
around the room to see if there were any chains and there were none. As 
he was kneeling, he suddenly began to remember other sins that had 
completely slipped his mind. “I talked back to my mother and I 
neglected my prayers,” Bert reflected. “I was disobedient to Uncle 
Gerardo,” he remembered. Suddenly, Bert became afraid. “I have a 
feeling that Padre Pio already knows this,” Bert said to himself. “He can 
probably read my mind and know my sins even before I confess them.” 
Bert did not have the courage to go back to Padre Pio’s confessional to 
receive absolution that day. He left the monastery and went straight 
home. 

It was true enough that Padre Pio was exacting and meticulous 
regarding one’s conduct. Bert Longo learned that lesson from Padre Pio 
at an early age. On one occasion, Padre Pio was speaking to one of his 
spiritual sons, Professor Enrico Medi, about the serious sin of telling 
lies. Enrico had recently been elected to Parliament and a prosperous 
and successful career in politics lay ahead for him. However, in the 
political world, Enrico felt that it was impossible to always tell the truth. 
Occasionally, one had to tell a lie. He expressed his opinion but Padre 
Pio saw no room for compromise and strongly disagreed with him. 
“Well then, if it is wrong to tell even small lies, I must resign from my 
position as a member of Parliament,” Enrico said. Padre Pio was very 
happy about his decision. 

Bert’s Uncle Gerardo used to direct the religious plays that were 
performed in the hall adjacent to the church of Our Lady of Grace. On 


one occasion, young Bert was assigned to play the part of a mendicant 
Franciscan. When it was time for his entrance, he forgot the instructions 
he had been given. He made his way to the stage, not in a dignified 
manner, but running full speed. He delivered his lines quickly and ran 
off stage even faster. Padre Pio was in attendance for Bert’s acting 
debut. Seeing his ill-fated performance caused Padre Pio to laugh out 
loud. It was determined by the director that Bert Longo had no acting 
ability and he was never cast again in any of the plays. 

Bert used to go to Mary Pyle’s home where everyone gathered to 
rehearse for the plays. There, he became acquainted with Padre Pio’s 
father, Grazio Maria Forgione, who lived at Mary’s house. Bert and 
Grazio often played “Scopa” together, a card game they both enjoyed, 
during the rehearsals for the plays. 

Grazio Forgione, a man of deep faith, was described by those who 
knew him as, “very simple and very good.” His kindness in his dealings 
with others was always evident. He was careful not to harm any living 
thing, not even an insect. He and his son, Padre Pio, had always been 
very close. When Padre Pio was a child, Grazio would take him on day 
pilgrimages to nearby religious shrines. They alternately walked and 
rode a donkey. Every year, on the feast day of St. Donato, Grazio took 
young Padre Pio to the fair in Pontelandolfo to buy sheep. In later years, 
Padre Pio would speak about the beautiful church in Pontelandolfo that 
he and his father visited each year. After he became a priest, Padre Pio 
would hear his father’s confession. Grazio said that at times Padre Pio 
surprised him by informing him of sins which he had forgotten to 
confess and to which he had told no one. 

Grazio was aware that his son had received special graces from God. 
Not only did Padre Pio have the gift of reading hearts while hearing 
confessions, he also exhibited intuitive knowledge in many other 
circumstances. When the Holy Family Capuchin monastery and church 
were being built in Pietrelcina, a big problem presented itself. Many 
times, the area had been probed for water, but with no success. The 
builders went to San Giovanni Rotondo to discuss the problem with 
Padre Pio. The construction of the Holy Family monastery was a project 


that was very close to Padre Pio’s heart and he was anxious for its 
completion. He was shown a blueprint of the area where the monastery 
would one day stand. Padre Pio pointed to a certain spot on the 
blueprint. “If you concentrate your efforts in this area, you will find all 
the water you need,” Padre Pio said. The advice proved to be accurate. 
When the workers dug in the area indicated, a spring of water came 
forth which was so plentiful that it supplied more than enough water for 
the needs of the monastery. The overflow was used by the town of 
Pietrelcina. 

There were countless people who were anxious to meet Grazio 
Forgione, knowing that he was Padre Pio’s father. “What a beautiful son 
you have,” they would often say to him. At the words, tears would well 
up in Grazio’s eyes. He would say in response, “I didn’t make him. 
Jesus Christ did.” 

Many of the people who visited San Giovanni Rotondo would share 
their stories about Padre Pio with Grazio. One man from Pietrelcina told 
Grazio of his experience in Padre Pio’s confessional. The man had left 
Italy for a time and had moved to America. While there, he committed a 
terrible crime. He moved back to Italy without anyone knowing that he 
was the perpetrator of the crime. While making his confession to Padre 
Pio, he withheld his dark secret. When Padre Pio asked him if he had 
any other sins to confess, his answer was no. Padre Pio told him to turn 
around and look behind him. The man did so and saw the whole scene 
of the crime in miniature, reenacted before his eyes. He was filled with 
terror. What terrified him even more was seeing the devil standing 
directly behind him, ready to seize him. The man fainted. When he was 
revived, he confessed his sins to Padre Pio once again, this time 
withholding nothing. 

Padre Pio had received the stigmata in 1918, in the monastery 
church of Our Lady of Grace. When the news reached his parents, they 
were profoundly moved. One late afternoon, when Grazio came in from 
doing the farm work on his small landholding, he saw that Giuseppa’s 
eyes were red with tears. She told Grazio that she had been summoned 
that day by the parish priest of Pietrelcina. The priest showed Giuseppa 


a letter he had received from the superior at Padre Pio’s monastery in 
San Giovanni Rotondo. The letter was to inform him that Padre Pio had 
received the wounds of Christ on his hands, feet, and side. Padre Pio 
was the first priest in the history of the Church to receive the stigmata. 
Like his wife Giuseppa, Grazio cried when he heard the news about his 
son. 

Following the custom of kissing the hand of a priest, Grazio often 
tried to kiss his son’s hand, but Padre Pio would not allow it. “It is I who 
should be kissing your hand, father,’ Padre Pio would say to Grazio. 
One day Grazio managed to succeed in kissing Padre Pio’s hand. “Do 
not worry. I am not kissing your hand, son. I am kissing the wounds of 
Jesus Christ,” Grazio said. His respect for his son was so great that he 
didn’t speak to Padre Pio using the word, “tu,” the familiar second 
person singular that family members use when speaking to each other. 
He used the more formal, “voi.” When Grazio passed away, Padre Pio 
was so grief-stricken that he could not resume his normal priestly duties 
for many days. 

In 1939, Padre Pio attended the dedication ceremony of one of the 
beautiful and early Via Croce (Stations of the Cross) that had been 
erected in San Giovanni Rotondo. Bert Longo and his Uncle Gerardo 
attended the ceremony as well. Though Bert lived in San Giovanni 
Rotondo for the first twenty years of his life, Padre Pio’s presence at the 
dedication ceremony that day was the one and only time that Bert had 
ever seen him outside the monastery. Padre Pio was not a cloistered 
religious. If he had wanted to, he could have gone on outings or taken a 
vacation like the other Capuchins did. But for reasons of his own, he 
chose not to. It was his desire and his practice to stay within the 
monastery walls. He spent his time either in prayer or in priestly service 
to those who needed his help. 

Bert and his Uncle Gerardo faithfully attended the Vespers service at 
Our Lady of Grace every Sunday afternoon for five years. Their weekly 
visits were curtailed due to an event that happened in San Giovanni 
Rotondo in February, 1944. That was the year that German soldiers 
placed a cannon in the center of the town and ordered all the citizens to 


turn in their hunting rifles, pistols and automobiles. There were only 
about four automobiles at that time in San Giovanni Rotondo. The cars 
were taken to the Umbrian Forest and hidden among the trees but the 
German soldiers soon found them and destroyed them. After that, 
everyone became more concerned for their safety. For that reason, 
Uncle Gerardo stopped taking Bert to the monastery for Vespers. 

Bert’s high school class in San Giovanni Rotondo consisted of 
fourteen students. When graduation approached, Bert began to think 
seriously about his vocation. He had been accepted at the University of 
Bari but could not decide between medicine or engineering as a career 
path. He asked Padre Pio for his opinion on which would be a better 
choice. “Why don’t you go on a retreat and pray about it?” Padre Pio 
said to him. Bert was a teenager at the time and going away on a retreat 
for the weekend did not seem feasible. However, he decided to go alone 
to Monte Calvo, the large mountain that was directly behind the 
monastery. He spent time there in seclusion as he walked and prayed, 
asking God to help him with the important decision regarding his future. 
Afterward, Bert felt that he should choose engineering over medicine. It 
proved to be an excellent decision. Later, when he thought about his 
conversations with Padre Pio, he reflected that Padre Pio never told him 
what to do. Instead, he always suggested that he pray and ask the Lord 
to guide him. 

Bert’s father, Matteo Longo, had been working in the United States 
for many years in order to support his family. In 1951, twenty-year-old 
Bert, along with his mother and brother, moved to the United States to 
be reunited with Matteo. Before they left San Giovanni Rotondo, the 
family wanted to see Padre Pio one last time. Uncle Gerardo arranged 
for them to meet Padre Pio at a side area of the church to say good-bye 
and to receive his blessing. It had to be done discretely and almost in 
secret, since there were so many people who were constantly trying to 
see Padre Pio. 

After Bert relocated to Massachusetts, he kept in touch with Uncle 
Gerardo and Padre Pio through letters. When Bert needed Padre Pio’s 
counsel, he would write to his Uncle Gerardo and ask him to relay the 


message to Padre Pio. Bert became interested in an Irish girl and started 
dating her. He wrote to Uncle Gerardo and asked him to tell Padre Pio 
the news. Padre Pio gave Uncle Gerardo a message to pass on to Bert. 
“Does the girl come from a religious family? Does she go to Mass on 
Sunday?” Bert reflected on Padre Pio’s words and could not answer in 
the affirmative. He decided to stop dating the girl. He became interested 
in a second girl and started dating her. He thought about Padre Pio’s 
comment, “Is her family religious? Does she go to church?” Again, he 
could not reply in the affirmative. He stopped seeing the second girl. 

Bert served as an usher every Sunday morning at St. Anna’s parish 
in Leominster, Massachusetts. One of the parishioners was a very nice 
Italian girl named Clara DiNardo. Bert used to usher Clara to her seat 
for the Sunday morning Mass. Soon they started dating. He wrote to 
Uncle Gerardo and told him to pass the news on to Padre Pio that he 
was dating Clara. A short time later, Uncle Gerardo wrote back. Padre 
Pio told Uncle Gerardo to tell Bert that it sounded like Clara came from 
a good Italian family and it seemed like a good match. And indeed it 
was! 

After Bert and Clara got married, Uncle Gerardo would come to 
visit them and would stay at their home for long periods of time. By 
then, he had retired and his brother Vincenzo had assumed the 
privileged task of cutting Padre Pio’s hair. Uncle Gerardo still attended 
church twice each day and gave much of his time to prayer and spiritual 
reading. Knowing the great esteem that Bert had for Padre Pio, Uncle 
Gerardo gave him several precious relics. From his days as Padre Pio’s 
barber, he saved some of Padre Pio’s hair and gave it to Bert. Bert also 
received a piece of bloodstained linen that covered Padre Pio’s side 
wound, sent to him from San Giovanni Rotondo by Padre Pio’s personal 
assistant. 

Bert and Clara felt blessed by Uncle Gerardo’s visits to their home. 
“Why don’t you move here permanently?” Bert asked his uncle on one 
occasion. “No, I want to die poor, like St. Francis of Assisi,” he replied. 
Gerardo moved back to San Giovanni Rotondo and died in 1987 on the 
auspicious day of October 4. It was the Feast of Saint Francis of Assisi. 


Nobody who knew Gerardo Miniscalchi was surprised. 

Not long after he moved to Massachusetts, Bert received a hand- 
written letter from Padre Pio. Of the various relics and mementos of 
Padre Pio that Bert received, this was the most precious of all. Writing 
was difficult for Padre Pio after he received the stigmata. It was not easy 
for him to hold a pen and compose a letter with painful wounds in his 
hands that pierced them clear through. Not only was writing difficult, it 
was also forbidden for much of his priestly ministry, by order of his 
superiors. Padre Pio’s deep affection for Bert Longo is very evident in 
the letter that he sent to him on May 4, 1953. Padre Pio wrote: 


Most dear brother in Jesus Christ, 

Iam very happy to hear that your health is good and from the 
depth of my heart Iam happy when your Uncle Gerardo tells me 
the current news about you. With love, I remember you in my 
prayers to the good Lord so that he can bless and help you with 
the abundance of his grace. I am sending you my paternal 
blessing with all good wishes. 

I advise you to always act in the way of a good Christian. 
Always remember the good instructions you received from your 
parents. Stay away from the dangerous company of false friends 
who break both your mind and your heart. Always obey your 
loved ones and be sure to see to your studies. These paternal 
recommendations come from my heart and I desire that they 
enter your heart. I embrace you and I bless you. 


Padre Pio 


I will try to walk a blameless path, but how I need your help. . . 
— Psalms 101:2 


Today we live in an activist society. We do many things, but we pray 
little. Padre Pio’s watchword was this: prayer and suffering. On these 
two foundations, Padre Pio built everything. And not only did he build 
materially, as in the Home for the Relief of Suffering, but also, he built 
in the souls of his followers. He truly built that which St. Augustine 
called “the city of God.” 

— Piero Bargellini 


CHAPTER 13 


TESTIMONIES OF GRACE - PART I 


Annunziata Camorani went to the church of Our Lady of Grace in 
San Giovanni Rotondo for the first time in 1955. She had just been 
discharged after a long stay in a hospital in Bologna where the doctors 
suspected that she had an incurable disease. For a long time, she had felt 
ill, exhausted and depressed. She spent only one day in San Giovanni 
Rotondo because she did not have the financial means to stay longer. 
For Annunziata, it was an “unforgettable day.” As she sat in the church, 
she was able to see Padre Pio as he heard confessions. His presence 
gave her joy and comfort. She also received communion from his hands. 
After that, Annunziata followed the other pilgrims to a field that was 
beside the monastery. Padre Pio stood at his cell window and waved to 
all who were gathered as they sang hymns to him. As Annunziata later 
recalled, “It was the best day of my life.” 

Annunziata was able to see Padre Pio one last time before leaving 
San Giovanni Rotondo. At the time, he was in the church in a deep state 
of prayer. After she returned to her home, she continued to think about 
all that had transpired on her visit to Padre Pio and the blessings she had 
received. She was now able to bear her burdens with greater serenity 


and equanimity. She returned once again to San Giovanni Rotondo 
many years later. She saw the beautiful church that had been built next 
to the monastery and was able to visit Padre Pio’s tomb and his hospital, 
the Home for the Relief of Suffering. “San Giovanni Rotondo has truly 
become a citadel, a miracle of Padre Pio,” Annunziata said. 


In 1939, Angela Morano traveled from her home in Calabria to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. Even though she was young, she was thinking 
seriously about her future and she wanted to consult with Padre Pio 
about several marriage proposals she had recently received. At that time, 
there was only one boarding house in the area that was near the 
Capuchin monastery and Angela was happy that a room was available 
for her. Angela told the landlady of the boarding house that she planned 
to ask Padre Pio advice regarding the difficult choice of a marriage 
partner. “Padre Pio is able to help people because he is in communion 
with God,” the landlady responded. “Trust whatever he tells you 
because he is enlightened,” she added. 

The next day Angela was able to make her confession to Padre Pio 
and at the end she said, “Several men have asked me for my hand in 
marriage but I am afraid to make the choice. I would like you to advise 
me as to which one might be the most suitable partner.” “I am not a 
fortune teller,” Padre Pio replied. “Pray to the Holy Spirit for guidance,” 
he added. With that, he closed the little shutter in the confessional 
making any further dialogue impossible. 

Angela was hurt by Padre Pio’s words and was not able to hold back 
her tears. She left the confessional quickly and returned to the boarding 
house. When she told the landlady what had happened, she heard 
encouraging words. “Sometimes Padre Pio is brusque. Think nothing of 
it. Just be persistent and you will get your answer,” the landlady said. 

The next day, Angela approached Padre Pio once again, and once 
again things did not go well. Angela was disappointed since she had 
only one more day to spend in San Giovanni Rotondo before returning 


to Calabria. Nevertheless, she was determined not to give up. On the 
following day, when Angela stood before Padre Pio, he greeted her with 
a smile and said, “What do you want my daughter?” She then took out a 
sheet of paper with the names of her suitors on it. Before she could read 
even one name on the list, Padre Pio said to her, “Mr. Rispoli is the best 
one for you but you must be sure to let me meet him.” 

Angela returned to Calabria and after a number of months passed, 
Padre Pio’s words began to materialize. The family of Giovanni Rispoli 
contacted Angela’s mother and asked permission for Giovanni to meet 
Angela. Giovanni was an attorney who had been working in Asmara, 
Africa and had recently returned to Italy. Angela and Giovanni were 
formally introduced and got along well from the beginning. 

Angela told Giovanni about Padre Pio and all that had transpired on 
her visit to him. She wanted Giovanni to meet Padre Pio and invited him 
to make a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo with her. In order to please 
Angela, Giovanni was willing to make the trip, but he was not looking 
forward to it. He was also very skeptical about Padre Pio. He had once 
been a practicing Catholic but after his father died, his faith diminished 
to a great extent. The grief he felt at the loss of his father overshadowed 
everything else in his life. He finally became completely indifferent to 
religion. 

In San Giovanni Rotondo, Giovanni attended Padre Pio’s Mass with 
Angela but he was unimpressed. After the Mass, he followed Padre Pio 
into the sacristy. Padre Pio greeted him and said, “Giovanni, I see that 
you have landed here.” Giovanni was shocked that Padre Pio knew his 
name. He was also shocked that Padre Pio seemed to know that he had 
been away from his native soil of Italy. He felt confused and remained 
silent, not knowing how to respond. “But, isn’t your name Giovanni?” 
Padre Pio asked. “Yes, that is my name,’ Giovanni replied. He told 
Padre Pio that he had been in Africa when he learned that his father had 
passed away. “I cannot resign myself to losing him. I cannot get over 
the grief,” Giovanni said. “Continue on the straight road and you will 
find your father again,” Padre Pio replied. The words restored peace to 
Giovanni's heart. 


Giovanni then told Padre Pio that his mother had introduced him to 
Angela and hoped that he would ask her for her hand in marriage. “You 
two are made for each other,” Padre Pio replied. “I think you should 
marry her,” he added. “But war is about to break out and I could be 
called up for military duty at any moment,” Giovanni answered. “The 
war will not touch you,” Padre Pio said. 

Angela and Giovanni were married in 1940 and soon after, Giovanni 
received notification that he was to report for military service. When he 
presented himself at the recruiting office, he was told that another man 
had been substituted in his place. He would not be required to serve in 
any capacity. He remembered that Padre Pio had said, “The war will not 
touch you.” As Giovanni thought about all the accurate statements Padre 
Pio had made to him about his life, his attitude changed and he began to 
have great faith in him and in his prophetic gifts. 

Several years later, Angela was able to visit Padre Pio again. She 
told him that she and Giovanni were very sad because their marriage 
had not been blessed with children. “Do not worry,” Padre Pio said. 
“The children will come. As a matter of fact, you can begin to prepare 
the baby clothing now. The first will be boys and the last will be girls.” 

Sometime later, Angela was struck with a terrible pain. The doctor 
told her that an operation might be necessary. “But why is there talk of 
an operation?” Padre Pio said to Angela. “You are expecting a baby.” 
Angela and Giovanni were elated. “What shall we name our baby,” 
Giovanni asked. “Name the first ones whatever you want. You can name 
the last one after me.” Angela and Giovanni became the proud parents 
of a baby boy. Two more boys followed and were welcomed with love. 
Six years later, Angela became sick and asked a friend who lived in San 
Giovanni Rotondo to tell Padre Pio that she was unwell. “I am aware of 
Mrs. Rispoli’s illness and I will take care of it,’ Padre Pio said. It 
seemed as though Padre Pio was Giovanni and Angela’s good guardian 
angel, always watching over every aspect of their lives. In 1956, Angela 
and Giovanni’s first daughter was born and six years later their last child 
was born, a beautiful baby girl whom they named Pia. 


As a child, Alberto Correggioli was blessed to be raised in a loving 
Christian home. He went to Mass every Sunday, attended Catechism 
classes and served as an altar boy. He felt an enthusiasm for everything 
that had to do with his Catholic faith. Then in 1943, Alberto lost his dear 
mother. It left a great void in his heart. His father now had the 
responsibility of raising three children all by himself. He did the best he 
could, but it was difficult for him to try to fill the role of both father and 
mother. 

Without his mother’s guidance and support, Alberto soon stopped 
going to Mass. As the years passed, he began to feel that he was lost and 
beyond saving. However, everything in his life began to change for the 
better when, as a young man, he became acquainted with a girl named 
Graziella. Graziella encouraged him to attend Mass each Sunday and to 
cultivate a spiritual life once again. One day she spoke to him about 
Padre Pio. She referred to Padre Pio as “a great friar, a living saint.” 

In July 1951, when Alberto was twenty years old, he made a trip to 
San Giovanni Rotondo with Graziella and her mother. By that time, he 
and Graziella were engaged to be married. In San Giovanni Rotondo, 
Alberto felt a calmness and tranquility that was very uplifting. As he 
described it, “every corner of the little town was filled with peace and 
serenity.” Great was his joy when he found himself standing in front of 
Padre Pio. He made his confession to Padre Pio and received his 
paternal blessing and absolution. He asked Padre Pio to accept him as 
his spiritual child and he agreed to do so. 

Alberto spent seven days in San Giovanni Rotondo and for seven 
days he was, as he described it, “enraptured.” He found his faith once 
again as well as a desire to go forward with his good resolutions. It 
reminded him of the way his life had been when he was a child, when 
his dear mother was there to guide him and hold him by the hand. After 
his confession to Padre Pio, he walked outside and stood for a while in 
front of the church. He was surrounded by an intense scent of flowers. 
He felt that he had been reborn. 


In July 1949, twelve-year-old Vincenzo Di Lello suffered a life- 
threatening illness. One very hot day, when he was near the beach, he 
was overcome by thirst. Even though his brother warned him not to do 
so, he drank from a nearby well. As it turned out, the well was 
contaminated, and Vincenzo became sick with typhoid fever. The 
disease was spreading like an epidemic through the city and many 
people died that summer. The doctor prescribed penicillin and perfusion 
treatments but Vincenzo’s condition grew worse. He had a dangerously 
high fever and was literally wasting away. Seeing his rapid decline, his 
doctor told the family that there was very little hope of recovery. It was 
then that his father decided to go to San Giovanni Rotondo to ask Padre 
Pio for his prayers. 

On August 14th, while Vincenzo’s father was in San Giovanni 
Rotondo, his family ordered his coffin and bought the white material to 
make his burial gown. The next day, his relatives were all gathered at 
his bedside. He had already been unconscious for a number of days 
when his family heard him call out to Padre Pio in a loud voice. 
Suddenly, a strange perfume invaded the hospital room. On that same 
day, his father had been received by Padre Pio who said to him, “You 
may go now. Your son is going to get better.” From that day forward, 
Vincenzo’s health improved and at the end of August, after two months 
in bed, he was able to get up. Thanks to Padre Pio, he was able to 
resume all of his normal activities. 


In 1956, Giuseppe Del Ton’s health was deteriorating rapidly. None 
of his doctors were able to help him and finally he became desperate. He 
decided to make a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo, hoping that Padre Pio 
could assist him. At the monastery of Our Lady of Grace, Giuseppe was 
able to greet Padre Pio and was surprised that Padre Pio called him 


“youngster.” “How long will you be staying in San Giovanni Rotondo?” 


Padre Pio asked Giuseppe. “Just overnight,’ Giuseppe replied. “I am 
going back to Rome tomorrow.” “I would like you to stay longer. 
Would you be willing to?” Padre Pio asked. Giuseppe agreed to do so. 
“T will tell you when it is time for you to leave,” Padre Pio said. He then 
turned to his friend Angelo Battisti and said, “I will look out for 
Giuseppe.” 

Padre Pio told Giuseppe that during his stay, he wanted him to 
attend Mass each day at the monastery church. Giuseppe was happy to 
do so. Finally, after twenty days, Padre Pio told him that he could return 
to his home. “During the twenty days that I was in San Giovanni 
Rotondo, Padre Pio spoke perhaps only thirty words to me,” Giuseppe 
said. “His words were clear, concise and filled with wisdom. They 
contained a complete spiritual program for me to follow for the rest of 
my life. I cherish his every word in my heart like a treasure.” When 
Giuseppe returned to Rome, he was renewed in body, mind, and soul. 


Maria Beretta and her husband were both spiritual children of Padre 
Pio. With their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary just around the corner 
on July 11, 1961, Maria’s husband wrote a letter to Padre Pio asking 
him to remember them at his Mass on their special day. It would be the 
best anniversary present that they could receive. 

About a month later Maria’s husband had a very serious motorcycle 
accident and was taken to a nearby hospital in the city of Domodossola. 
He had fractured the right temporal bone in his skull and was bleeding 
from his right ear. Maria sent a telegram to Padre Pio, requesting his 
prayers. She received a reply which said that Padre Pio was praying for 
her husband and he sent his blessing. After eight days, the doctor told 
Maria that he could do nothing more for her husband. He suspected a 
hematoma and said that if her husband’s temperature did not go down 
by three o’clock that afternoon, he would have to be transferred to a 
hospital either in Milan or in Varese for cranial trepanation. A hole 
would be drilled into his skull in order to relieve the pressure on his 


brain. 

Maria was so alarmed that she made a call to Padre Pio’s hospital in 
San Giovanni Rotondo. She told the operator about her husband’s 
condition and said that she wanted Padre Pio to be notified immediately. 
“Please ask Padre Pio to pray for my husband so that his temperature 
will go down by three o’clock this afternoon,” Maria said. “Otherwise, 
ask Padre Pio which hospital will be the best to have my husband 
transferred to - the hospital in Milan or the hospital in Varese.” Maria 
begged for the favor. The operator told Maria that Padre Pio could not 
be contacted immediately. It would be impossible to have an answer 
from him that very day. In her state of extreme anxiety, Maria lost her 
composure. She shouted at the operator, “Do the impossible then but get 
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the answer for me!” Evidently the operator could sense the panic in 
Maria’s voice for she replied, “Don’t be distressed. We will do our very 
best to help you!” 

Soon, Maria was speaking on the phone with a man named Mario. “I 
spoke to Padre Pio on your behalf and I explained your husband’s 
condition to him,” Mario said. “Padre Pio told me that he is praying for 
your husband and he sends you both his blessing.” “If my husband has 
to be transferred to another hospital, which one did Padre Pio say to take 
him to?” Maria asked. “I asked Padre Pio about that but he made no 
reply to the question,” Mario said. With hope in her heart, Maria rushed 
back to her husband’s bedside. The doctor greeted her and told her that 
he was getting ready to run more tests. He had decided not to transfer 
her husband to another hospital. Before long, Maria’s husband made a 
complete recovery, without the least complication. 


Father Antonio Cannavacciuolo of Latium, Italy, was ordained to 
the priesthood on December 20, 1919. Shortly after his ordination, he 
traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo for the first time. He was received 
affectionately by the members of the religious community who resided 
at Our Lady of Grace monastery and was invited to share a meal with 


them in the refectory. When asked if he would like to stay overnight, he 
readily agreed and was assigned a little cell not far from Padre Pio’s. 
That evening, he met with Padre Pio, made his confession to him, and 
felt blessed to be able to kiss his hand. 

Father Antonio returned to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1946. After 
that, he visited Padre Pio two or three times each year. He remembered 
the affection with which Padre Pio always received him and he recalled 
with great joy, Padre Pio’s paternal embraces and kisses on his cheeks, 
according to the Italian custom. In 1955, Father Antonio came down 
with a very bad case of laryngitis and could barely speak above a 
whisper. He tried a variety of medicines, but nothing helped. He 
remained in that state for six months. To make matters worse, he had no 
one to assist him at his parish. He had to preside at the Mass, preach the 
sermon, hear confessions, ring the bells, play the organ, and lead the 
singing all by himself. With his many responsibilities, he felt a growing 
anxiety about the loss of his voice. 

Finally, Father Antonio decided to make a trip to San Giovanni 
Rotondo in order to ask Padre Pio to pray for his recovery. At the 
monastery, he greeted Padre Pio, kissed his hand and then explained that 
he had been suffering from chronic laryngitis. Padre Pio gazed at him a 
few moments in silence. He then slapped Father Antonio’s throat with 
the palm of his hand. Father Antonio’s voice suddenly returned, as 
though nothing had ever been wrong. He never had trouble with 
laryngitis again. 

Deeply moved by his encounters with Padre Pio, Father Antonio 
decided to organize a Padre Pio Prayer Group at his parish. It was one of 
the first to be formed in Italy. Padre Pio’s close friend, Dr. Guglielmo 
Sanguinetti appreciated the many efforts Father Antonio made to 
promote Padre Pio’s good works. On one of Father Antonio’s visits to 
the monastery, Dr. Sanguinetti gave him a large quantity of candy and 
jams. “These candies were gifts that were given to Padre Pio but he 
would like you to have them,” Dr. Sanguinetti said. “He sends them to 
the children in your Prayer Group.” 

When Father Antonio returned home, he told his parishioners about 


the sweets that Padre Pio had sent. Father Antonio decided to distribute 
the candy on the last day of May, the month dedicated to the Virgin 
Mary. He expected that possibly fifty children would be present but was 
surprised to discover that well over one hundred children arrived on the 
designated day. The mothers of the children spoke to Father Antonio 
and said, “We too want the blessing of receiving a gift from Padre Pio. 
We would like to have a piece of candy too. Would that be possible?” 
“Of course it would!” Father Antonio replied. “There is enough for 
everyone.” 

Through the years, Father Antonio remained a dedicated and fervent 
parish priest. He observed that many of his fellow priests looked much 
older than their years. He often wondered why so many priests seemed 
to age prematurely. Father Antonio felt strong and energetic and prided 
himself on his good health. When he traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo 
in 1964, Padre Pio said to him, “Do not brag about your youthful 
appearance or your health. You too will feel the approach of old age.” In 
less than a year, Father Antonio began to feel ill. Finally, he was 
admitted to the Home for the Relief of Suffering and spent fourteen days 
there where he was treated for a heart condition. 

For many years, Father Antonio organized and led pilgrimages to 
the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. He offered a Mass every week for 
the intentions of Padre Pio and he prayed to him continuously. When 
Father Antonio grew old and infirm, he said that the only reason he was 
able to continue to perform his priestly duties was because of Padre 
Pio’s prayerful intercession. Father Antonio made his last pilgrimage to 
San Giovanni Rotondo in 1978. He died suddenly, several months later, 
just after celebrating Mass. He was 88 years old. 


The best preparation I can make for death is to live the reality of the 
Paschal mystery as fully and as deeply as possible in union with Christ, 
because Christ will re-live that mystery in me at the hour of my death. If 
I am following the spirituality of the Paschal mystery, I expect to die 
and rise again many times in the course of my monastic life, in my daily 


tasks and duties, in unexpected events and circumstances, and in my life 


of interior prayer. . . I expect to have to let go and give up again and 
again, discovering a new richness of life each time. . . I will learn to 
trust more and more this Father into whose hands I shall one day, freely 
and gladly, hand over my life. On that day my final act of dying will be 
inserted irrevocably into the saving death and resurrection of Christ my 
Lord. 

— Father Charles Cummings, O.C.S.O. 


Our present life is given only to gain the eternal one and if we don’t 
think about it, we build our affections on what belongs to this world, 
where our life is transitory. When we have to leave it, we are afraid and 
become agitated. Believe me, to live happily in this pilgrimage, we have 
to aim at the hope of arriving at our Homeland, where we will stay 
eternally. Meanwhile we have to believe firmly that God calls us to 
himself and follows us along the path toward him. He will never permit 
anything to happen to us that is not for our greater good. He knows who 
we are and he will hold out his paternal hand to us during difficulties, 
so that nothing prevents us from running to him swiftly. But to enjoy this 
grace we must have complete trust in him. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 14 


TESTIMONIES OF GRACE - PART II 


Maria Mazziga traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo in July, 1947. Her 
intent was to ask Padre Pio to pray for a member of her family who was 
seriously ill. Maria had been told that many people who asked Padre Pio 
for his prayers were helped. She was skeptical about a positive outcome 
but she felt she had no place else to turn. 

From the time Maria left for her destination, everything seemed to 
go wrong. The only lodging that she was able to find proved to be a 
great disappointment. For one thing, there were no private rooms 
available. Everyone had to double up with strangers. It was the practice 
of the manager to carry pails of water to the rooms for the needs of the 
guests. Unfortunately, even the most ordinary comforts were missing. 

Early the next morning, Maria waited in front of the church of Our 
Lady of Grace for the doors to open. She was disheartened by the 


boisterous and irreverent conduct of some of the pilgrims. “Why must I 
endure all this misery,” Maria said to herself. Later in the day, Maria 
decided to get in the confessional line. As she waited, she felt so weak 
and exhausted that she was afraid that she might faint. All of a sudden, 
she was surrounded by an indefinable wave of perfume. The scent 
seemed to revive her. Maria had heard about the perfume that was 
associated with Padre Pio but considered it nonsense. Nevertheless, she 
could not deny the fact that her bodily strength had suddenly returned. 
As the perfume lingered in the air, she continued to feel stronger and 
stronger. 

In the confessional, Maria told Padre Pio that one of her relatives 
was very ill. “I will pray for that poor girl,’ Padre Pio said. Before 
Maria received absolution, Padre Pio told her to pray the Rosary for her 
penance. She did not own a Rosary but was able to acquire one in town. 
When she took it to Padre Pio and asked him to bless it, she noticed the 
same wonderful fragrance that she had experienced while waiting in line 
for confession. “This is a fragrance from Heaven,” Maria said to herself. 
“Padre Pio is a favored soul who has been sent to us by God.” From that 
moment forward, she felt close to him. 

Through contact with Padre Pio, Maria’s faith was reawakened 
along with a renewed desire to pray and to attend Mass daily. She 
experienced, as she described, “a whole new world.” Her life was no 
longer empty. Shortly after, her relative who was ill made a complete 
recovery. 


For many years Padre Pio was assigned as spiritual director to the 
members of the Third Order of St. Francis in San Giovanni Rotondo. 
The meetings were usually held in the monastery but in the early days 
the meetings occasionally took place in the homes of the members. 

On one occasion, Padre Pio presided at a meeting which was held at 
the home of his spiritual daughter, Vittoria Ventrella. When the meeting 
was called to order, Padre Pio began to speak. Before he could say more 


than a few words, Vittoria’s pet bird started to flutter about in its cage 
and to sing loudly. It soon became a distraction to the business at hand. 
Finally, Padre Pio looked over at the lively little bird and said in a 
commanding voice, “Be quiet now. Stop singing and listen!” 

Much to the amazement of all who were present, at Padre Pio’s 
words, the bird immediately stopped singing. He still moved his head 
from side to side but he made not a sound. The members of the Third 
Order who were present could only conclude that in some mysterious 
way, and on some level, the little creature had understood Padre Pio’s 
wishes. At the conclusion of the meeting, when Padre Pio left Vittoria 
Ventrella’s home, the bird began its high volume singing once again, 
just as it had before being silenced. 

The news spread quickly and it wasn’t long before everyone in San 
Giovanni Rotondo learned of the miraculous incident. Stories abounded, 
more than could be counted, which attested to Padre Pio’s unique 
charisms. Many had a desire to ask Padre Pio about his remarkable 
spiritual gifts, but few had the courage to bring up the subject. Even the 
Capuchins who were with him on a daily basis rarely spoke to him 
about such matters. Padre Pio was reserved and private by nature and 
did not like to speak about himself. 


In September 1955, Father Alberto D’Apolito was making plans to 
go on a pilgrimage to the shrine of Our Lady of Tears in Syracuse, Italy. 
As parish priest of Our Lady of Grace in San Severo, he was happy that 
many of his parishioners were accompanying him on the trip. Forty-six 
people in all, including four Capuchin priests had signed up for the 
pilgrimage. 

Before leaving, Father Alberto visited Padre Pio in San Giovanni 
Rotondo and asked for his blessing. He also invited Padre Pio to join the 
pilgrimage. He declined the invitation but told Father Alberto that he 
would accompany the group with his prayers. 

At the shrine of Our Lady of Tears, the group was able to attend 


Mass, pray the Rosary and spend time in reflection and prayer. From 
Syracuse, they headed in the direction of Palermo. It was almost dark 
when the driver was forced to stop the bus in a lonely and deserted area. 
In the middle of the road there was a very large obstruction of tree 
branches and rocks, making it impossible to continue the journey. 
Seeing the predicament they were in, everyone on the bus became 
frightened. “Let us pray to Padre Pio and ask him to help us,” someone 
suggested. The pilgrims all joined together in prayer. No sooner had 
they finished their prayers than a strong scent of perfume spread 
throughout the bus. “It is Padre Pio and he is letting us know that he is 
here!” someone exclaimed. 

After everyone got off the bus, the men in the group did their best to 
remove the large stones and branches that were blocking the road. While 
they were working, the Carabenieri (Italian State Police) arrived and 
offered to help them clear away the debris. When they learned that the 
pilgrims were on their way to Palermo, they wanted to be of further 
assistance. “Since it is dark, we would like to accompany you to 
Palermo. We want to make sure that you arrive safely,” the Carabenieri 
said. “Thank you for your kind offer, but we already have someone who 
is going to accompany us,” the pilgrims replied. “And who is that?” the 
Carabenieri asked. “It is Padre Pio,” they answered. On hearing Padre 
Pio’s name, all of the members of the Carabenieri took their hats off and 
stood in respectful silence. Their esteem for Padre Pio was very evident 
and very impressive. 

After returning home from the pilgrimage, Father Alberto traveled to 
San Giovanni Rotondo in order to tell Padre Pio about all that had 
transpired on the trip. Before Father Alberto could say anything, Padre 
Pio greeted him with these words, “You were afraid that night in Sicily, 
weren’t you!” “Yes, we were afraid,” Father Alberto replied. “But our 
fear did not last long. We soon felt your presence coming to us in a 
wave of perfume and we knew everything would be all right!” 


Anna Romanazzi’s husband passed away on November 18, 1954 at 
the relatively young age of fifty-four years. Anna’s grief was so great 
that it immobilized her. She did not know how she would be able to 
carry on. In addition to the emotional pain of losing her husband, Anna 
also had many physical problems to contend with. She suffered from 
sacro-lumbar arthrosis as well as a herniated disk in her spine. She lived 
with chronic and severe pain. The doctor prescribed a plaster cast for 
her to wear and told her that an operation would probably be necessary 
sometime in the future. After her husband passed away, Anna no longer 
wore the plaster cast, the “instrument of torture,” as she called it. She 
lost all interest in life. Her four adult children became very concerned 
about her. 

Anna knew that she had some very important decisions to make. 
Before her husband’s death, he had expanded his business interests from 
Bari to Rome. Anna did not feel that she had either the ability or the 
strength to take on the responsibility of managing the business. 

Seeing how depressed Anna was, her sister decided to take her to 
see Padre Pio in San Giovanni Rotondo. She also made arrangements 
for Anna to make her confession to him. Anna was told that Padre Pio 
would hear her confession at a designated corridor in the church. When 
Anna saw Padre Pio sitting in a chair at the appointed place and realized 
that he was waiting for her, she was overcome with emotion. She fell to 
her knees and said to him, “Padre Pio, help me find resignation!” At that 
moment, the Rosary she held in her hand fell to the floor. Padre Pio bent 
down to pick up her Rosary and when he handed it back to her, he 
placed his wounded hand on her shoulder. “His eyes were beautiful and 
full of compassion,” Anna said. With great gentleness he said to her, 
“You are so devoted to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. Recommend yourself 
to Him. I absolve you. Go in peace, my daughter.” He then made an 
extensive sign of blessing over her. There was no need for words. Anna 
knew that Padre Pio understood her soul. 

Later, when a friend of Anna’s was making a trip to San Giovanni 
Rotondo, Anna made a request of her. She wanted her to ask Padre Pio 
if she should have the back surgery that her physician had been 


discussing with her. Padre Pio said to Anna’s friend, “Tell Anna that it 
is her duty to take care of herself, because our life does not belong to us; 
we must give it back to God.” 

After Anna heard Padre Pio’s message, she left her home in Bari and 
traveled to Rome for an appointment with the specialist. The x-rays 
showed that there was no longer anything wrong with her spine. Anna 
never had any trouble with her back again. She remembered that Padre 
Pio had placed his hand on her shoulder and prayed for her for an 
extended period of time. “Padre Pio obtained for me from the Lord, 
peace of mind, resignation, and bodily health to sustain me and to 
sustain my children,” Anna said. It was the beginning of a whole new 
life for her. 


In 1955, Bishop Orestes Marengo, S.D.B. served as head of the 
Catholic diocese of Dibrugarh in northeastern India. When he first 
arrived in Dibrugarh, the residents of the town were still coping with the 
devastating effects of a terrible earthquake that had occurred sometime 
before. The earthquake had caused dangerous landslides as well as 
flooding. A dyke was built to protect the area but it was eventually 
demolished by flood waters. As a result, some of the finest houses in 
Dibrugarh had been destroyed. 

At the time, the Sisters who belonged to the religious congregation, 
Daughters of Mary Auxiliatrix, were building their first school in 
Dibrugarh. Bishop Marengo agreed to fund the project even though his 
financial resources were very limited. One day, the Sisters spoke to 
Bishop Marengo about their concerns regarding the precarious future of 
Dibrugarh. Due to the problems that resulted from the earthquake, the 
authorities were speaking of the possibility of an evacuation of all the 
residents of the city in favor of a permanent relocation to a safer region. 
If the city was going to be relocated, the Sisters felt that the construction 
on the school should stop at once. An enormous sum of money had 
already been spent in the building of the school. To continue to build 


would simply be throwing good money away. 

Because everything was so uncertain, the Sisters urged Bishop 
Marengo to write a letter to Padre Pio and seek his advice in the matter. 
They explained that some of their Sisters in Thailand once sought out 
Padre Pio in a difficult situation. Through him, they received the help 
and guidance they needed and in turn, they were led to a successful 
resolution of their problem. 

Bishop Marengo decided to act upon the Sisters’ advice. He wrote a 
letter to Padre Pio, giving him a detailed account of the entire situation 
in Dibrugarh. He explained that the authorities thought it might be best 
to build a new city forty-five kilometers to the north. Padre Pio’s reply 
came a little more than two months later. It was a short note written in 
English by his secretary, Father Dominic Meyer. Padre Pio’s message 
was this: “Your Excellency, tell the good Sisters to go on working 
zealously for the Lord and not to be afraid. The government will build a 
second defense against the river, and the city will be saved.” Soon after 
the bishop received Padre Pio’s letter, engineers from Bombay arrived 
and were able to make steady progress in securing the city. 

It was a joyous day when the Little Flower Catholic School in 
Dibrugarh was finally completed. It functioned in an excellent way from 
the first day that it opened its doors to the public. It was truly a blessing 
to the people of the community. The bishop treasured the letter that 
Padre Pio sent to him and decided to keep it on permanent display in the 
school for the benefit of all. 

Bishop Marengo made a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1960. He 
was able to greet Padre Pio in the sacristy both before and after Mass. 
Not only did he have the privilege of attending Padre Pio’s Mass, he 
was also invited to visit Padre Pio in his cell so that they could speak 
together privately. He was able to thank Padre Pio personally for his 
prophetic words, words which gave him courage during that fearful time 
when the future of the young Catholic diocese of Dibrugarh was so 
uncertain. 


Father Gian Luigi Lazzaro first learned about Padre Pio in 1972. At 
that time, he had been serving as a missionary in Central America for 
five years. Father Lazzaro had a providential encounter with a priest, 
Reverend Nello Castello, and a physician, Dr. Bruno Pavone who told 
him many interesting facts about Padre Pio’s life and urged him to visit 
the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. Father Lazzaro was able to make 
the trip in February 1973 as a guest of the Capuchins who lived there. 
As he described it, they were “five unforgettable days.” 

When Father Lazzaro returned to Central America, he wanted to tell 
his friends and associates all he had learned about Padre Pio. He spoke 
about Padre Pio to the Franciscan seminarians who were studying in 
Planes de Renderos, San Salvador and it was there that many great 
graces came. When he was transferred to the parish of St. Francis in San 
Miguel, he made Padre Pio known there as well. He saw that on more 
than one occasion, Padre Pio’s intercession was asked for and received. 
Later, he was transferred to the large parish of Momostenango in 
Central Guatemala. He was the only priest to serve fifty thousand 
Catholics in an area that encompassed two hundred and fifty square 
miles. 

Just like he had done in the past, Father Lazzaro continued to spread 
the message of Padre Pio. One of the women in the area, Emilia, gave 
birth to her seventh child, who was to be named after his father. The 
baby was healthy but complications soon set in for Emilia. A nursing 
Sister was summoned since there were no doctors in the area. The Sister 
saw how grave Emilia’s condition was and called for Father Lazzaro to 
come quickly. Seeing that Emilia was at death’s door, Father Lazzaro 
gave her the Last Rites and told her to pray and to invoke Padre Pio. 

Everything was in order to transport Emilia to the hospital which 
was a one hour’s journey by car over a very bad road. Father Lazzaro 
asked the nursing Sister to wait ten minutes more, the time he needed to 
go and get a picture of Padre Pio so that he could give it to Emilia. 
Realizing the importance of getting Emilia to the hospital as soon as 
possible, it was with great reluctance that the Sister agreed to give 
Father Lazzaro the extra ten minutes. He put the picture in Emilia’s 


hand and she held it tight. He learned that she held on to it until the 
doctors took it away when it was time for her surgery. 

To the amazement of the physicians who attended her, Emilia 
recovered from her life-threatening illness. She returned to her family 
and to her regular duties, enjoying good health from that time forward. 
Divine Providence had been watching over Emilia from the beginning, 
she was certain of it. Her seventh child was not named after his father as 
intended, but was named Pio, in thanksgiving to Padre Pio. 


You are a hiding place for me; you preserve me from trouble; you 
surround me with songs of deliverance. 
— Psalm 32:7 


Jesus is always with you, even when you don’t feel his presence. He 
is never so close to you as he is during your spiritual battles. He is 
always there, close to you, encouraging you to fight the good fight; he is 
there to ward off the enemy’s blows so you won’t be hurt. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 15 


TESTIMONIES OF GRACE PART III 


In the spring of 1946, Maria Silvana Benedetti and her husband 
Almiro moved from Rome to Miramare di Rimini to the home of 
Maria’s father, Agusto. Maria and her husband followed the moving van 
full of furniture in an open car for a distance of 200 miles. The long 
drive in the open air evidently had serious consequences for Maria 
because shortly after, she came down with double pneumonia. She 
developed a very high fever and her body became as she described it, “a 
heavy, lifeless burden.” Twenty days passed and her condition did not 
improve. Two nuns from the local convent came to Maria’s bedside and 
prayed for her. Her two-year-old son Claudio stayed close by her side. 

As the days passed, Maria drifted in and out of consciousness. Every 
so often she opened her eyes to see people gathered around her bed. 
Later, she learned that they were praying the novena to Padre Pio for her 
recovery. One afternoon she had a glimmer of clarity and pointed to a 
Rosary that was hanging from the chest of drawers. Her husband 
Almiro, shaken but happy, put it into her hand, and said to her, “Maria, 
this is the little Rosary which Uncle Peppino took to Padre Pio and had 
him bless!’ Maria slowly opened her hand to look at the Rosary and was 
invaded by a strong perfume of violets and vanilla. She felt her bodily 
strength returning. 


The scent of vanilla persisted and everyone in the house noticed it. 
Maria asked her mother, Ernesta, if she was making cakes but she said 
she was not. Maria did not know at the time that Padre Pio sometimes 
communicated his presence through a very pleasing fragrance. She 
asked for something to drink and was given some broth. As the hours 
passed, she felt stronger and stronger. That evening she was able to sit 
up and speak to her visitors. In those days, Miramare was a very small 
town. “I can say that almost all of Miramare’s inhabitants were in my 
home to see the miracle that had occurred,” Maria said. They all prayed 
and gave thanks together for the healing Maria had received through the 
intercession of Padre Pio. 


For a long time, Ida Giusti suffered from terrible pain which had 
immobilized her right arm. She could neither work nor sleep and the 
pain intensified whenever she tried to rest in bed. She lost her appetite 
and became weaker with each passing day. The remedies prescribed by 
her doctor were totally ineffective and she finally became desperate. She 
had a family to look after and was at the point where she could do 
almost nothing. 

A friend gave Ida a picture of Padre Pio and advised her to visit him 
at his monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo. The year was 1948. Even 
though it was more than 560 miles from her home, Ida realized that the 
trip would be well worth it if she could somehow be helped. She invited 
two friends who were also burdened with many problems to go with her. 

On the way to San Giovanni Rotondo, there was a mix up and 
because of it, the three women had to spend the night in San Marco in 
Lamis. That night, to Ida’s great surprise, she found that she was able to 
rest comfortably in bed. Her companions were also surprised at the 
improvement in her condition. 

At the monastery of Our Lady of Grace, Ida was able to make her 
confession to Padre Pio. His presence had a calming effect on her and 
when she finished her confession, he said to her, “Go, for from me you 


have no more need of anything.” She kissed his hand and left the 
confessional and the emotion of that brief encounter stayed with her for 
the entire day. On the trip back home, Ida found that she was able to 
carry her suitcase with no difficulty. When she arrived at her home, she 
was free of pain. Her arm was completely healed and she gained back 
all of her physical strength. 


Seventy-year-old Severino Naldi who lived in Forlimpopoli, Italy 
had been wheelchair bound for seven years. Even though he knew he 
would never walk again, he still had many things to be thankful for in 
his life. He felt especially grateful to have a wonderful wife who loved 
him deeply. 

Severino had heard many impressive things about Padre Pio and 
decided to write a letter to him. He sent the letter on December 8, 1952 
on the feast of the Immaculate Conception. In the letter, he asked Padre 
Pio, not for a healing of his paralysis, but instead, for spiritual help. Two 
days after mailing the letter, Severino felt something deep within that he 
could neither describe nor fully understand. 

On January 16, Severino paid a visit to his young nephew. 
Severino greeted him lovingly and as he reached to kiss his nephew’s 
hand, for some reason, he thought of Padre Pio’s wounded hands. He 
remembered that Padre Pio always wore half-gloves in order to hide his 
stigmata. At that moment, he was able to rise from his wheelchair and 
walk. He never had to use a wheelchair again. 


On one occasion, shortly before the Mass was about to begin, Padre 
Pio asked everyone in the church to kneel. Teresita DeVecci and her son 
happened to be present at the Mass that day. Teresita knelt down along 
with the other members of the congregation but her son, who was sitting 


in the very back row of the church, did not feel it was necessary to kneel 
and remained seated. Suddenly, he heard Padre Pio say, “Even those in 
the very back of the church. I want you to kneel too. There are no 
favorites here.” 

After Mass, Teresita’s son put his name down to go to confession to 
Padre Pio and was told that he could make his confession at four o’clock 
that afternoon. Shortly before the designated time, he went to the 
sacristy where he was greeted by three other men who were also waiting 
to make their confession. “Where are you from?” one of the men asked 
him. “From Switzerland,” he replied. “I believe that Padre Pio was 
looking for you,” the man said. “Earlier today I heard him asking, 
“Where is the young man from Switzerland who is going to make his 
confession?” “But that is impossible,” Teresita’s son said to the man. 
“Padre Pio does not know me. He has never met me. I arrived here just 
last night.” “But Padre Pio knows everything,” the man replied. 

As Teresita’s son waited to make his confession, he prepared his 
heart and mind for the encounter. He knew that many people kissed 
Padre Pio’s hand upon leaving the confessional. It was a practice that 
was especially popular with women, but he did not approve of it. He 
referred to it as a custom from the “middle ages.” He had expressed his 
feelings to his mother and told her that under no circumstances would he 
ever kiss Padre Pio’s hand. “Besides, it isn’t sanitary,” he added. “Just 
imagine the germs that are on Padre Pio’s glove from all the kisses.” 

That afternoon, Teresita waited in the church for her son to come out 
of the confessional. When he finally came out, he passed by her without 
even noticing that she was there. She followed him outside and observed 
that he was very pale. He told her that in the confessional, without 
realizing why, he suddenly had a great desire to kiss Padre Pio’s hand. 
When he did so, there was a tremendous heat coming from his hand. He 
felt a burning sensation, as if he had kissed “a red-hot iron.” 


In 1916, when Padre Pio was a young priest residing at the Capuchin 


friary of St. Anne’s in Foggia, he was invited to the home of a priest 
who lived in the town of Rignano, not a great distance from Foggia. 
Padre Pio happily accepted the invitation. Carolina Despertis worked at 
the priest’s residence in Rignano, and was in charge of the cooking, 
cleaning and other household chores. When she learned that Padre Pio 
was coming to dinner, she became very excited. She hoped that during 
his visit, she would be able to speak to him briefly about a personal 
matter. 

At that time, it was a common practice to ask one’s confessor for 
permission to do whatever might be outside the bounds of normal daily 
routine and activity. Carolina asked her confessor for permission to 
speak briefly to Padre Pio when he came to dinner. Her confessor would 
not give his permission, saying that it would not be the appropriate time 
for her to talk with Padre Pio. 

On the designated evening, Padre Pio arrived at the priest’s home in 
a small carriage. He was carrying a cloth bag with his breviary inside as 
was the custom at the time. Carolina served the dinner to the priests that 
evening and with every dish she brought to the table, her desire to speak 
to Padre Pio increased. Finally, when Padre Pio was about to take his 
leave, Carolina felt a sadness in her heart. She knew that she had missed 
a great opportunity, an opportunity that might never come again. 

Padre Pio had gone down the first two stairs when he suddenly 
turned around and looked at Carolina. “What did you want to ask me?” 
he said to her. Carolina felt embarrassed, and as she tried to answer him, 
all she could do was stutter. Padre Pio saw a door leading to an empty 
room in the house. “Let us go in here and talk for a moment,” he 
exclaimed. He then said to Carolina, “You want to belong totally to 
Jesus, to Jesus of Nazareth, and you shall.” That truly had been the 
ardent desire of her heart, a desire that she had shared with no one. In 
fact, Padre Pio had used the very same words that she often repeated to 
herself, “I want to belong totally to Jesus, to Jesus of Nazareth.” 
Carolina then asked Padre Pio to pray for her sister and for her niece 
who were both ill. Regarding her sister he said, “Let us pray but let us 
also accept God’s will.” Six days later, her sister passed away. 


Regarding her niece he said, “Let us pray for her.” Her niece soon made 
a complete recovery. 

Padre Pio was transferred permanently to the monastery in San 
Giovanni Rotondo in September 1916. The residents of Rignano 
remained very devoted to Padre Pio. Two years later, when they learned 
that he had received the stigmata, they longed to have a memento, a 
relic. They sent a number of individual holy cards to the monastery of 
Our Lady of Grace, asking Padre Pio to write a short sentiment on the 
back of each. After they were signed and returned, the people of 
Rignano were able to easily find the individual card they had sent to 
him. When Carolina picked out her card from among the others, she 
read the message on the back - “You want to belong totally to Jesus.” 


It is Jesus that you seek when you dream of happiness; he is waiting 
for you when nothing else you find satisfies you; he is the beauty to 
which you are so attracted; it is he who provokes you with that thirst for 
fulfillment that will not let you settle for compromise; it is he who urges 
you to shed the masks of a false life. . . It is Jesus who stirs in you the 
desire to do something great with your lives, the will to follow an ideal, 
the refusal to allow yourselves to be ground down by mediocrity, the 
courage to commit yourselves humbly and patiently to improving 
yourselves and society, making the world more human and more 
fraternal. 

- Pope John Paul IT 


I felt that Padre Pio had a direct line to Heaven. 
— Father Leo Fanning 


CHAPTER 16 


FATHER LEO FANNING 


We met Father Leo Fanning almost accidentally. We were in 
northern New Jersey and had stopped for morning Mass on our way to 
New York. As we were leaving, we gave a Padre Pio newsletter to one of 
the parishioners. She told us that there was a priest just 40 miles away 
who had met Padre Pio during World War II and she encouraged us to 
visit him. After making a few wrong turns and then stopping at a fire 
station for directions, we finally found the assisted living home where 
Father Leo resides. He was happy to speak to us and to recall his 
memories of Padre Pio. It was a wonderful afternoon of sharing and an 
amazing story that he told us. 


Leo Fanning, from Cornwall on the Hudson, New York, was drafted 
into military service during World War II and was assigned to the 304th 
Bomb Wing of the Fifteenth Air Force and stationed in Cerignola, Italy. 
He worked in the Battle Casualties Department where records were kept 
of soldiers who were wounded, missing in action, or killed in the line of 
duty. His work was a ministry of consolation. 

In Cerignola, Leo observed how friendly the townspeople were to 
the allied soldiers. They were poor farming people for the most part, 
who had been reduced to destitution because of the war. One evening at 
the base, when Leo went outside to put the leftovers from supper in the 
garbage can, a number of little children, dressed in very poor clothing, 
begged him for the food that he was about to throw away. From that 


moment on, Leo made sure that no unwanted food was ever thrown 
away. He did what he could to secure food for the children and clothing 
as well. He noticed that it was the children and the elderly who suffered 
the most from the terrible consequences of the war. 

When Leo had free time from his work, it was his practice to gather 
the children of Cerignola together and teach them their catechism. Even 
though he spoke very little Italian, he somehow managed to 
communicate with them and he made a great effort to prepare them for 
their first Holy Communion. He also visited the homes of many of the 
residents in Cerignola, encouraging parents who had not already done 
so, to permit their children to receive the sacrament of Confirmation. 

One evening, at the Cathedral of Ripalta in Cerignola, the bishop 
came to preside at the Mass and Benediction. Leo noticed the very 
disrespectful way that people were conversing with each other during 
the Mass. Leo could not contain himself and in a voice full of authority, 
he stood up and told all the people to be silent while the bishop was 
celebrating Mass. One day a messenger came, summoning Corporal Leo 
Fanning to the bishop’s office. The bishop told Leo how much he 
appreciated what he was doing for the children in town and how grateful 
he was that Leo had spoken to the people in church, advising them to be 
more respectful. 

Frequently in the evening, Leo would go to the Capuchin monastery 
in Cerignola to receive Holy Communion and to attend Benediction. 
Military regulations allowed American soldiers who were stationed in a 
combat zone to receive Holy Communion whenever Mass was said. 
Padre Paolino of Casacalenda was the provincial of the monastery and 
he often invited Leo and his two army buddies, Joe Asterita and Mario 
Avignone to come inside the monastery after Benediction to visit. 
Because the monastery had no heating, during the winter months the 
men would gather around a large container of burning charcoal to warm 
themselves while they talked together. Padre Paolino would often share 
stories of Padre Pio, who lived eighty miles away in the Capuchin 
monastery of Our Lady of Grace. Hearing the interesting stories about 
Padre Pio, Leo, Joe and Mario decided they must take the first 


opportunity they could and visit him. 

One day Leo had the opportunity to accompany Joe to San Giovanni 
Rotondo. The first person they met at the monastery was Brother 
Gerardo. They told Brother Gerardo they had come from the military 
base at Cerignola and they wanted to meet Padre Pio. Brother Gerardo 
told them that it would be impossible. He pointed to the huge crowd of 
people who were assembled inside the church. “Are they waiting to go 
to Mass?” Leo asked. “No,” said Brother Gerardo. “They have already 
been to Mass. They are all waiting to go to confession to Padre Pio.” 

Leo and Joe decided to stay on at the church and they hoped that 
they might be able to see Padre Pio later in the day. Finally, when the 
confessions were over, Leo and Joe had a chance to greet Padre Pio. Joe, 
who had already met him on a previous occasion, spoke to him in his 
best Italian. “Padre Pio,” he said, “I want to introduce you to my friend, 
Corporal Leo Fanning.” “But that is not correct,’ Padre Pio answered. 
“It is Father Leo Fanning.” Padre Pio’s words were a great 
encouragement and affirmation to Leo who had been considering a 
vocation to the priesthood. 

On another visit to the monastery, Leo was able to attend Padre 
Pio’s Mass. “Padre Pio was not there with us for the whole Mass,” Leo 
said. “His body was there but his soul was somewhere else. The Mass 
was beautiful. I felt that Padre Pio had a direct line to Heaven.” 

On his subsequent visits to San Giovanni Rotondo, Leo became 
acquainted with the superior of the monastery, Padre Agostino of San 
Marco in Lamis. Padre Agostino had been Padre Pio’s confessor and 
spiritual director for many years. He knew that Padre Pio was a 
spiritually gifted soul who had received many special graces from the 
Lord. Padre Agostino held him in genuine veneration and _ their 
relationship of mutual esteem and deep friendship lasted more than fifty 
years. 

Padre Agostino was barely five feet tall. Leo still remembers his 
twinkling blue eyes and his long flowing beard. His leadership in the 
monastery was marked by firmness, and a broad fatherly spirit. Padre 
Agostino ran a tight ship, yet was known for his kindness to all. 


Everyone held him in the highest esteem. 

Visitors often brought gifts of food and beverages to the monastery 
for the friars to enjoy, and Padre Agostino always made it a point to 
check the contents of every package and gift. Most items were allowed, 
but he would not permit the cigarettes that well-meaning visitors 
sometimes brought for the Capuchins. One time, Leo and Joe brought a 
bag of candy to Padre Pio. After they had lunch with the friars, someone 
noticed that most of the candy was missing. Padre Pio said, “So the 
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candy has been taken. Well, I know who took it!” The people who were 
standing nearby and heard his comment, quickly left the area. Nothing 
could be hidden from Padre Pio and none of those who were guilty 
wanted to be “found out.” 

Angelina, who was a schoolteacher in Cerignola, was a friend of 
Leo’s. From time to time, she was able to go to Our Lady of Grace 
monastery for a visit. One day she told Leo that she sometimes 
perceived a beautiful fragrance, like perfume, not only when she was at 
Padre Pio’s monastery, but also when she was home in Cerignola. The 
fragrance, Angelina explained, was a sign of Padre Pio’s presence. Leo 
felt that Angelina was far out of reality to make such a statement. What 
she had said about the perfume was rediculous. Leo concluded that 
Angelina was a nice person but nevertheless, a religious fanatic with an 
overactive imagination. 

Shortly after that, Leo was working in his office on the military base 
when he was hit with a wave of sweet-smelling perfume. He was all 
alone at the time. There were no flowers in the room or anything else 
that might have caused the fragrance. He was so shaken up by the 
experience that he went to see the Army chaplain, Father Duggan. He 
needed to talk about what had just happened. As he was waiting to 
speak to Father Duggan, Joe Asterita walked in. “Why are you here, 
Joe?” Leo asked him. “It is because I have been experiencing the 
perfume of Padre Pio and I want to talk to Father Duggan about it,” Joe 
replied. 

One day when Leo was getting ready to visit Padre Pio, Angelina 
asked him to bring back a relic, something of Padre Pio’s, for her to 


keep. When Leo was with Padre Pio in the dining room, he told him of 
Angelina’s request. Padre Pio, who had a wonderful sense of humor, 
looked at the box of cereal that was in front of them. He took out a 
single rice crispy. “Give this to Angelina,” he said. Far from being 
disappointed, Angelina was very happy with the gift. 

Once, on the spur of the moment, Leo and Joe decided to pay a 
surprise visit to Padre Pio. They asked Padre Paolino if he would like to 
go with them and he agreed. When they arrived at the monastery, Padre 
Paolino told them to wait in the jeep for a moment while he went inside. 
He came out and instructed Leo and Joe to park in the barn behind the 
friary and next to the donkeys. Padre Paolino told them that when he 
walked into the monastery, Padre Pio said, “Oh good, you have finally 
arrived. I have been expecting you and the two American soldiers all 
morning.” They were learning that it was not as easy to surprise Padre 
Pio as they had imagined. 

Leo began to have a strong desire to have a photograph taken of 
himself with Padre Pio. However, seeing how pressing Padre Pio’s work 
schedule was and how people were constantly making requests of him, 
he did not have the heart to add to his burden. One day, without Leo 
being aware of it, someone took his picture sitting next to Padre Pio in 
the monastery. To Leo’s great happiness, he was given the picture to 
keep. 

Padre Pio invited Joe, Leo and Mario to come and see him on May 
25, his 58th birthday. The year was 1945. Joe said, “We would love to 
come and see you on your birthday and we will be there with bells on.” 
Padre Pio wanted to know the meaning of the phrase, “with bells on.” 
Joe said, “It simply means that we will be on time.” Padre Pio 
understood then and laughed at the expression. 

For Padre Pio’s birthday, Leo, Joe and Mario brought a beautiful 
sheet cake to the monastery with the words, “Happy Birthday, Padre 
Pio.” That afternoon, Padre Pio walked into the dining room, slightly 
limping. He had presided at the wedding ceremony for his niece earlier 
in the day and he was exhausted. Leo noticed that Padre Pio enjoyed the 
conversation during lunch but did not eat one bite of food. Afterward, 


Leo, Joe and Mario sang “Happy Birthday” to him and at the end of the 
song, all of the Capuchins, including Padre Pio, broke into applause. 
Padre Pio had agreed to let Leo and his friends take photographs but he 
changed his mind. He explained to them that he was sorry, but he was 
too tired from the day’s activities. 

It was not the first time that Padre Pio had declined being 
photographed and it would not be the last. Dr. Sanguinetti, one of the 
collaborators in the building of Padre Pio’s hospital, told of an incidence 
when Padre Pio asked that his photograph not be taken. Padre Pio and 
Dr. Sanguinetti were standing outside the Home for the Relief of 
Suffering, when Dr. Sanguinetti took a photo of him. To Dr. 
Sanguinetti’s disappointment, the moment he took the photo, a gust of 
wind blew the scarf that Padre Pio was wearing across his face. When 
Padre Pio saw the camera, he said, “No, Doctor, no photographs 
please.” Dr. Sanguinetti apologized but could not resist the temptation. 
He stepped into the background and continued to take one picture after 
another until he had used two rolls of film. All of the photos came out 
blank except the first one with the scarf blocking the view of Padre Pio’s 
face, the one he had taken before being forbidden. 

After Padre Pio’s birthday party, Leo, Joe and Mario stopped to talk 
to Father Ignatius in the monastery. They told him that when they 
returned to the United States, they wanted to have something to 
remember Padre Pio by. What they wanted more than anything else was 
a relic and they wanted Father Ignatius to obtain it for them. “What kind 
of a relic?” Father Ignatius asked. “A bandage that covered his 
stigmata,” they replied. Father Ignatius turned as white as a sheet at the 
words. “What you are asking me to do is strictly forbidden,” he said. “I 
could get into a lot of trouble. It is impossible!” “No one will ever 
know,” Leo responded. “We promise to keep the secret. It would mean 
so much to us.” They finally succeeded in convincing Father Ignatius to 
help them for he returned a short time later with three bandages neatly 
tucked in his pocket. He had a very frightened expression on his face. 
“Now remember,” said Father Ignatius, “do not say a word about this to 
anyone!” 


Not long afterward, Father Ignatius heard Padre Pio’s booming 
voice summoning him. “Father Ignatius, come here at once!” he said. 
“You did something very wrong. You committed a theft. You know that 
you are not allowed to give the bandages to anyone and you did it 
anyway.” Padre Pio paused for a moment and then seemed to soften. “I 
forgive you, Father Ignatius,” he said. “And I forgive the boys, too. Tell 
them that I wore those bandages over my heart. Go in peace.” 

Many people who visited Padre Pio during the war years, asked him 
for information regarding their loved ones who were on the field of 
battle. Brother Ludovico, whose family was from San Giovanni 
Rotondo, was worried about his nephew who was in the army but had 
not been heard from for a long time. Brother Ludovico’s sister (the 
boy’s mother) asked Padre Pio about her son. “He is all right but he 
cannot write to you. Don’t worry, though. He will return home safely,” 
Padre Pio told her. As it turned out, he had been taken prisoner by the 
Germans, but managed to escape and was hiding in the home of a kindly 
Italian family. 

One of the Capuchins, Father Alberto D’Apolito, once asked Padre 
Pio his impressions about the war. “The war will last a long time,” 
Padre Pio said. “We are still at the beginning. You will see it pass from 
town to town like an overflowing river, spreading its destruction, blood 
and death. May God help us.” He was asked if San Giovanni Rotondo 
would be spared and he answered, “The Lord in His infinite bounty will 
spare this blessed place and all of the Gargano area.” In fact, time 
proved the truth of his words. No bombs ever fell on San Giovanni 
Rotondo. 

When the war was finally coming to an end, Joe, Mario and Leo got 
word of their new assignments. Leo learned that he would probably be 
stationed in Japan, Mario was going to be transferred to another part of 
Europe, and Joe would be going back home to New York. A new 
military point system (Accumulated Service Record) had been put into 
place and Joe had enough points to be discharged. 

Joe, Mario and Leo went to the monastery together one last time to 
tell Padre Pio the news and to say goodbye. “I do not care about the 


point system,” Padre Pio said. “I tell you that you will all be going home 


” 


together.” Mario told Padre Pio that he would come back again 
sometime to visit. “Do not do it,” said Padre Pio. “Save your money 
instead. As your spiritual father, I will be with you always. Just call on 
me and I will be there.” Mario, who had been profoundly edified by his 
association with Padre Pio, and who, prior to meeting Padre Pio, did not 
have a deep faith life, became a daily communicant. 

Joe asked Padre Pio if he thought he might have a vocation to the 
priesthood, perhaps the Trappist order. “Joe, you talk all the time,” 
Padre Pio said. “You cannot keep silent even for a minute. You could 
never be a Trappist. Your vocation is to the married life.” “But I do not 
know any girls,” Joe said. “Well, if I have to, I will find a wife for you 
myself,” Padre Pio answered. “How could you do that when you live in 
San Giovanni Rotondo and I will be living in New York?” Joe asked. 
“Leave it to me,” Padre Pio said. Joe soon met a very nice Italian girl 
and married her. To Leo, Padre Pio said, “You feel that you are to go to 
the altar of God. I do not want you to go anywhere else.” Before the 
three soldiers left, he kissed them on each cheek following the Italian 
custom and gave each a handful of religious medals. When the men 
returned to the base, they learned that their transfer orders had been 
changed. They were all to go back to the United States. 

Leo entered the seminary and was ordained at St. John’s Cathedral 
in Paterson, New Jersey on May 30, 1954. Ten minutes before 
ordination, while Leo was waiting in the sacristy, a Western Union 
worker delivered a telegram to him. It said, “Congratulations on the day 
of your ordination.” It was signed, “Padre Pio.” Leo couldn’t believe it. 
How did Padre Pio know the exact time and day of his ordination? And 
yet, that had been his experience with Padre Pio time and time again. 

Father Leo has heard that many hotels, motels, restaurants, and 
souvenir shops have sprung up in the once small and isolated mountain 
village where Padre Pio lived for more than fifty years. A new and 
larger church had to be built to accommodate the pilgrims who now 
come by the thousands to pray at his tomb. Indeed, there is now an 
entire “city of Padre Pio.” Father Leo has not had the desire to return to 


San Giovanni Rotondo. He wants to remember it the way it was when 
he visited Padre Pio there - the simple and austere monastery, the quiet 
hills, the small rustic church, the silence, the rocky, expansive 
landscape, the peace. It is still vivid in his memory. 

Father Leo’s devotion to Padre Pio has continued through his 
priesthood. He organized a Padre Pio prayer group which he led for 
many years and has given numerous talks on Padre Pio in various 
locations. Father Leo is well-aware of the great blessing he was given 
the day he drove his military jeep up the steep and winding road leading 
to Our Lady of Grace monastery, the day he met Padre Pio for the first 
time. 

When we walked into the Catholic assisted living facility where 
Father Leo resides, we found him in the chapel celebrating Mass from 
his wheelchair for the many residents that were gathered there. “You 
believe that you are to go to the altar of God,” Padre Pio once told Leo. 
“I do not want you to go anywhere else.” Father Leo did not go 
“anywhere else.” He has dedicated his life to the service of God and to 
the Church. 


What precisely is our purpose? If we do not know the answer, we 
are wearing ourselves out for nothing. A traveler without a route suffers 
all the exhaustion of his journey and gets nowhere. The aim of our 
journey is the kingdom of God, the kingdom of Heaven. And our purpose 
must be purity of heart, for without this, no one will gain the kingdom. 
Let us fix our mind on purity of heart; this will plot our path and enable 
us to run straight ahead, confident of where we are heading. And if our 
thoughts sometimes stray, let us return to this purity at once. This one 
aim will set us on a Straight path, so that all our effort will contribute to 
our single goal. 

-John Cassian 


What made Padre Pio a saint was his resemblance to Christ. He was 
an icon of Christ. 
- Cardinal Christoph Schonborn 


CHAPTER 17 


FATHER JOHN HAMPSCH, C.M.F. 


Father John Hampsch, C.M.F. is a Catholic missionary priest of the 
Claretian congregation. He has ministered in all 50 states in the U.S. 
and in 57 countries. He currently resides in Los Angeles, CA. We spoke 
to Father Hampsch about his visit to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1958. 


In 1958, while on a pilgrimage to a number of Catholic shrines in 
Europe, Father Hampsch, C.M.F. spent three days in San Giovanni 
Rotondo and was blessed to be the altar server at Padre Pio’s Mass. 
Being right beside Padre Pio on the altar, Father Hampsch was able to 
observe the great reverence and solemnity with which he celebrated 
Mass. The wounds in his hands were visible and bleeding during the 
Holy Sacrifice. At the time of the Consecration, Padre Pio became 
completely still. The people who were present were convinced that he 
was in direct communion with God. 

On the day that Father Hampsch served his Mass, Padre Pio received 
a little girl who was making her first Holy Communion and he also gave 
Holy Communion to a man who was blind. The other priests who were 
present distributed Holy Communion to the rest of the people in the 
congregation. 

The people who lived in San Giovanni Rotondo knew that Padre Pio 
only distributed Holy Communion to a small number of people each 
day. Some of the local people had a very possessive attitude toward 


Padre Pio. They would use whatever means necessary, including 
pushing, pulling, elbowing, and the like, to secure the first place at the 
Communion rail. The noise, the rudeness, and the irreverent behavior in 
the church surprised and disappointed Father Hampsch. He noticed that 
it was also upsetting and disheartening to Padre Pio. 

Padre Pio could be severe with the pilgrims who were boisterous 
and out of order. He would thunder at them on occasion and he was 
sometimes criticized for it. In speaking about the situation, he defended 
himself by saying, “They throw themselves at me like hyenas. They 
squeeze my hands and pull my arms. They crowd around me from all 
sides. I don’t like to be harsh but I have to. If I don’t behave this way, 
they will kill me!” 

The Capuchin priests and brothers were always close beside Padre 
Pio, acting as bodyguards, trying to protect him and shield him from the 
pilgrims. During the three days that Father Hampsch was at the 
monastery, he noticed that Padre Pio was always trying to disengage 
himself from the crowds and the noise and could never seem to relax or 
to accept the chaotic situation. Padre Pio’s brother, Michael Forgione, 
once said that Padre Pio had many crosses to bear in his lifetime, but his 
greatest cross was dealing with the people who constantly made 
demands of him. 

Father Hampsch met Mary Pyle while visiting San Giovanni 
Rotondo and he was pleased that she took him on a tour of Padre Pio’s 
hospital. Mary explained many detailed and interesting facts regarding 
Padre Pio’s life and apostolate. She told Father Hampsch that the most 
painful wounds of the stigmata that Padre Pio experienced, were the 
wounds in his feet. Sometimes during the celebration of the Mass, he 
would lean on the altar, first on one elbow, then on another, as if he was 
trying to relieve the pain in his feet. Mary said that it was almost 
impossible for him to stand for any length of time on his pierced feet. 
That explained why he only gave out Communion to a few people each 
morning at Mass. He literally could not stand up any longer. 

Father Hampsch had brought a number of letters with him that were 
for Padre Pio. He was very surprised to find that Padre Pio seemed to 


know the contents of each one, even though he did not open them. He 
handed the letters individually to his secretary saying, “This is a Mass 
stipend; this is a donation for the hospital; this is a prayer request.” His 
powers of discernment and knowledge were gifts that the Lord had 
given him and it was with amazement that people observed his gifts. 

Traveling worldwide as a Claretian missionary priest, Father 
Hampsch has met many holy people through the years, too many to 
count. Some he has considered to be saints. He numbers Padre Pio 
among the saints. 


Holy means, “other than.” It means different from the world; set 
apart from the profane; it means - sacred. The saints are ordinary men 
and women - persons with every kind of talent, weakness, and 
personality — who took a different path, one step at a time, away from 
the routine habits of the world. They fell in love with God. They 
followed him. They conformed their lives to him in simple ways that 
became extraordinary ways. And now their example and_ their 
intercession give us hope that we can do the same. 

-Archbishop Charles Chaput 


Be of good cheer; abandon yourselves to the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
and let him take care of everything. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 18 


CLARA AND DAN STEELE 


We visited Clara and Dan Steele in their home in Long Beach, New 
York where they shared their memories of Padre Pio with us. A year 
later, before the printing of this story, we decided to visit once again 
and were very sad to learn that Clara, after a short illness, had passed 


away. 


Clara met Dan Steele in 1947 in her hometown of Trieste, Italy. 
Clara was at an amusement park with her mother and two sisters when 
Dan, a military police officer in the U.S. Army, came up and introduced 
himself to her. For Dan, it was love at first sight. Once he received 
permission from Clara’s mother, he began to visit Clara in her home. On 
those occasions, Clara would entertain all who were gathered by playing 
the violin while her sister Rina played the piano. Dan began visiting 
Clara every chance he got. Her mother would fix espresso for everyone 
and about ten o’clock in the evening she would tell Dan it was time for 
him to go back to the army base. 

One afternoon when Dan went to visit Clara, only her mother was 
home. She took Dan completely by surprise when she said to him, 
“When are you going to marry Clara?” Dan was flabbergasted by her 
words. He was also elated that she would make such a statement 
because he was deeply in love with Clara. In his excitement, he blurted 
out, “I would like to marry her in April!” “Very good,” Clara’s mother 


said. “Let’s go out together now and buy the engagement ring.” As they 
were walking out the door together, Clara was just coming in. “You are 
getting married in April,’ Clara’s mother said to her matter-of-factly. 
Dan and Clara’s mother then went to the jewelry store and Clara’s 
mother picked out the engagement ring. When they got back home, Dan 
put the beautiful diamond ring on Clara’s finger. 

A week later, Dan visited Clara at her home and asked her if she 
would like to go to the movies. He reasoned that since they were now 
engaged, they would be free to go on a date. Before Clara could answer, 
her mother stood up and said, “That is a very good idea!” Clara and Dan 
went to the movies accompanied by Clara’s two sisters and her mother. 
On the way, they picked up Clara’s two aunts and a cousin. Dan was 
oblidged to pay for all the tickets and although he wanted to sit next to 
Clara, her mother, as chaperone, did not allow it. Dan sat next to Clara’s 
mother for the entire movie. 

Not long after, when Clara was in church one day, an elderly woman 
whom she did not know came up to her and said, “Do you need a 
grace?’ Clara asked the woman what she meant. “There is a saint living 
in San Giovanni Rotondo named Padre Pio,” the woman answered. “If 
you need a grace or if you have a special intention, you should go and 
see him.” 

Clara and her sister Rina decided to make a trip to the monastery of 
Our Lady of Grace in San Giovanni Rotondo. When they returned 
home, they were very happy and very enthusiastic about Padre Pio. 
They soon planned another trip to San Giovanni Rotondo and persuaded 
Dan to accompany them. The year was 1948. Dan was not at all 
enthused about visiting a remote monastery in a remote town, but he 
accepted their invitation. At that time, there was not a single hotel in the 
area. They found lodging with a local family who lived in the area. The 
next morning, they got up very early and attended Padre Pio’s Mass. 
The small church was filled to capacity. It was the first Mass that Dan 
had ever attended. It was in Latin and Dan had no understanding of what 
was being said. He didn’t think it would ever end and was relieved when 
it was finally over. 


Dan was wearing his U.S. Army uniform that day and when he left 
the church with Clara and Rina, he heard someone calling to him. Three 
times someone repeated, “Are you an American?” He turned around to 
see a friendly looking woman in a brown robe. She introduced herself as 
Mary Pyle and invited Dan, Clara and Rina to her home, which was a 
very short distance from the church. They sat around Mary’s table and 
enjoyed a cup of espresso, good food and good conversation. Afterward, 
they returned to Trieste. Little did Dan know what a large part Mary 
Pyle and Padre Pio would play in his life. 

As time passed, Clara thought more and more about the elderly 
woman who spoke to her in church and asked her if she wanted to 
receive a grace. Clara decided that it would be a good idea to talk to 
Padre Pio and to tell him that she was engaged. She wanted to ask him if 
he thought Dan Steele would make a good marriage partner. Clara asked 
her mother to travel to San Giovanni Rotondo with her and she agreed 
to do so. 

Clara and her mother arrived at the little church of Our Lady of 
Grace at 4:30 am. and already there was a large crowd assembled 
outside. They felt fortunate to find a seat in the church since so many 
people were in attendance that morning. After Mass, Clara made her 
confession to Padre Pio and then said to him, “I would like to know if 
Dan Steele would be a good marriage partner?” Padre Pio said, “Is he a 
good Catholic?” “He is a devout Protestant,” Clara replied. “You don’t 
know what you are doing!” Padre Pio retorted sternly. “You are trying 
to buy a cat in a bag.” Pio then closed the shutter of the confessional. 
Clara had been dismissed. Angry and embarrassed, she left the 
confessional. ““Let’s leave at once,” Clara said to her mother. 

On the way back to Trieste, Clara began to ponder Padre Pio’s 
words. What did he mean by a “cat in a bag?” she wondered. “Perhaps I 
do not know what I am doing. Maybe Padre Pio is right,” she said to 
herself. As she thought more about the encounter with Padre Pio, her 
anger began to subside. Padre Pio often made remarks in the 
confessional which were hard to understand and he did so for a reason. 
It caused people to stop and think, and to reflect on their lives. Clara 


came to realize that Padre Pio had done her a great favor. She needed to 
be shaken up and to think seriously about her life. Padre Pio had spoken 
the truth. Clara really did not know what she was doing. Padre Pio’s 
abruptness was just the kind of “shock treatment” she needed to move 
forward and to consider important life decisions. The short encounter 
with Padre Pio which seemed so unpleasant at first, actually marked a 
great and positive change in Clara’s spiritual life. It had been a blessing. 

Dan did not know that Clara and her mother had gone to San 
Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. When he saw Clara again, he told 
her that he had an unusual experience. He had a day off from work and 
was taking a walk at a nearby park when he suddenly felt a very strong 
desire to become a Catholic. It hit him like a bolt of lightning. At the 
same time, he felt a great sense of peace. He told Clara that it really had 
nothing to do with the fact that she was a Catholic. It was something 
that he had to do for himself and he felt convinced that this was what 
God wanted for him. “What time of the day was it when you had this 
experience?” Clara asked. When Dan replied, she made some 
calculations and realized that it had occurred about the same time that 
she was in San Giovanni Rotondo talking to Padre Pio about him. 

A short time later, Dan contacted the Catholic military chaplain, 
Father Retalglista and told him that he wanted to become a Catholic. He 
received religious instruction from Father Retalglista and after 
completing the preparatory classes, the date was set for his baptism. 

When Dan shared the good news with Clara and her mother, her 
mother insisted that the plans had to be changed. “You must tell Father 
Retalglista that Padre Pio is going to baptize you,” Clara exclaimed. 
Dan explained that the plans had already been finalized and could not be 
changed. Dan added that he was only a private and Father Retalglista 
was a captain. “Privates do not tell captains what to do,” Dan said. “If 
you won’t tell him then I will tell him myself!” Clara’s mother replied. 
She paid a visit to Father Retalglista and when she returned home, she 
had the needed paperwork so that Dan could be baptized by Padre Pio. 
Dan described Clara’s mother as a very determined lady. “She was 
sweet but hard as nails,” he said. 


A short time later, Dan, Clara and Clara’s mother traveled to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. When they arrived, they visited Mary Pyle who 
contacted the friary and made all the arrangements for Dan to be 
baptized and to receive his first Holy Communion. Mary agreed to act as 
Dan’s godmother. 

The following day, Dan was very nervous. He was walking alone in 
the yard by the church when he absent-mindedly put a small twig in his 
mouth and started chewing on it. When he suddenly recalled that one 
had to fast from midnight before receiving Holy Communion, he 
immediately cast the little twig to the ground. When the hour arrived for 
his baptism, Mary Pyle escorted him into the church to the baptismal 
font. 

Padre Pio came to the baptismal font accompanied by a fellow 
Capuchin and another priest. He asked if Dan had made his confession 
and when he learned that he had not, he said, “Dan has to make his 
confession before he can be baptized.” Then, Padre Pio turned and 
walked into the sacristy. If Dan was nervous before, he was now 
terrified. Mary Pyle and Clara’s mother coaxed him to follow Padre Pio 
into the sacristy and he did so. He knelt and made his confession to 
Padre Pio in Italian. After receiving absolution, Dan was baptized with 
plenty of ice-cold water and with the whole congregation looking on. 
Dan was nineteen years old. Afterward, Padre Pio said, “Dan will be 
able to receive his first Holy Communion tomorrow. He cannot receive 
it today because he was chewing on a twig.” Dan was shocked that 
Padre Pio had knowledge of the incident. Dan had told no one about it 
and had been alone when the incident occurred. No one knew of it but 
Dan. The next day, after receiveing his first Holy Communion from 
Padre Pio, Dan along with Clara and Clara’s mother made the return trip 
to Trieste. A few days later, Mary Pyle sent Dan his baptismal 
certificate, signed by Padre Pio. Dan considered the certificate a relic 
and put it in a fire-proof safe, regarding it as one of his most precious 
possessions. 

In Trieste, Dan and Clara were making preparations for their 
upcoming marriage. They wanted to get married in San Giovanni 


Rotondo but because of Army regulations, they were not able to do so. 
They were married in Trieste instead. Shortly after, Dan spoke to Padre 
Pio and asked him if he could bring Clara to San Giovanni Rotondo to 
have their marriage blessed. Padre Pio smiled at him and agreed. Dan 
would recall later, after many visits to the monastery, that was the one 
and only time that Padre Pio had ever smiled at him. Dan asked Padre 
Pio if he would accept him as his spiritual son. Padre Pio thought for a 
moment and then said to him in Italian, “As long as you stay good!” 

In the beautiful church of Our Lady of Grace, Clara and Dan knelt 
before Padre Pio as he blessed their marriage. Clara prayed silently for 
his intercession regarding her future. She was only sixteen years old and 
was somewhat apprehensive about her newly married status. During the 
blessing, Padre Pio smiled at Clara and said, “To you I offer my hand.” 
It was a beautiful and memorable moment for Clara. That night Mary 
Pyle invited Dan and Clara to spend the night in her home. 

Whenever they could, Clara and Dan would travel to the monastery 
to see Padre Pio. They always visited Mary Pyle as well. One time, 
Clara made the journey because her mother was very ill, and she wanted 
to ask Padre Pio for his prayers. Clara arrived at the church at 4:00 a.m. 
When the doors opened, she waited in a corridor, because she knew 
Padre Pio passed by there each morning on his way to the sacristy. A 
large number of people had also assembled there with the same 
intention, to say a word to him or to ask for his prayers. As he came into 
view, a man pointed to Clara and said to Padre Pio, “Pray for that girl’s 
mother. She is ill.” Another person called out to Padre Pio and pointed 
to Clara, “Pray for the soul of that girl’s mother.” Clara could not 
understand it. Both of the individuals were strangers to her and she had 
not told anyone that her mother was sick. When the two men asked 
Padre Pio to pray for her mother, he immediately lifted his eyes upward 
as though to Heaven and remained completely motionless. He appeared 
to be in a deep state of prayer. Soon, one of the friars closed the door to 
the hall where Padre Pio was standing, and never lowering his eyes or 
moving, he disappeared from view. When Clara arrived home, she 
learned that her mother had already passed away. 


Dan was transferred to a military base in Germany and as time went 
by, he and Clara were blessed to have a family of seven beautiful 
children. In 1964, the Steeles were able to travel to San Giovanni 
Rotondo once again. They were always very grateful whenever they 
could attend Padre Pio’s Mass. 

At the time of their visit to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1964, Clara 
was having many difficulties in her life. All through the Mass, she 
prayed silently to Padre Pio, asking for his help. Her great desire was to 
speak to him personally. She felt that if she could just say a few words 
to him, even for a moment, her many burdens would be lightened. 

As soon as the Mass was over, Padre Pio left the sanctuary of the 
church and went to a window of the monastery where he customarily 
blessed the people who were standing outside. Dan rushed outside with 
all the others to stand beneath the monastery window and receive Padre 
Pio’s blessing. Clara and her six children were left behind in the church. 
Clara knew that she would not be able to speak to Padre Pio that day. 
There were just too many visitors. She was so disappointed that she 
started to cry. 

Suddenly Clara looked up in the balcony and saw Padre Pio. All of 
her children saw him as well. Her twelve-year-old son Bobby said to 
her, “Mother, look how Padre Pio is staring at you!” Rays of light were 
coming from Padre Pio’s eyes. As she gazed at him, the church interior 
and everything else seemed to disappear. She felt such a sense of joy 
that it was like Heaven, Heaven on earth. Padre Pio was in the balcony 
of the church looking at Clara and her children and at the same time he 
was greeting the pilgrims from his monastery window. She could still 
hear the clamor of the people outside, calling to him and greeting him. 
When he turned and left the balcony, Clara noticed by the way that he 
was walking that he was suffering intensely. 

All during her visit to San Giovanni Rotondo, Clara had prayed to 
Padre Pio to lift the many burdens she was carrying. When she returned 
to Germany, her outward circumstances did not improve. However, she 
felt a great sense of peace and a renewed strength. Her burdens had been 
lifted, not exteriorly but interiorly. She knew that she had received a 


spiritual healing. 

Clara’s extended family also benefitted in many ways from Padre 
Pio’s ministry to souls. Clara’s aunt, who was a Communist, decided 
one day to go to confession to Padre Pio. He said to her, “You came 
here with no sorrow for your sins and no faith. I cannot give you 
absolution and you cannot receive Holy Communion.” The 
characteristic “shock treatment,” so typical of Padre Pio, worked its 
magic in her heart and it wasn’t long before she returned to her Catholic 
faith. 

Clara’s sister, Preziosa, also received a great grace. Clara called 
Preziosa on the telephone one day, sharing with her a vivid dream she 
had of Padre Pio the preceeding night. Preziosa was stunned at Clara’s 
words and told her that she too had dreamed of Padre Pio the previous 
night and it was the very same dream, down to the last detail. The 
consequences were that Preziosa’s life changed completely. She found 
her faith once again as well as a spiritual purpose for her life. 

During the last years of Clara’s life, she offered many prayers and 
sacrifices for her family members who had strayed away from their 
faith. She would pray in the little chapel in her home from 4:00 a.m. to 
6:00 a.m. and then attend morning Mass. Even during the winter months 
in Long Beach, New York, she offered the discomfort of attending Mass 
in the extremely cold weather as well as many other sacrifices for the 
conversion of her family. 

Clara passed away after a short illness, on June 16, 2006, the same 
day as the day of Padre Pio’s canonization. (Padre Pio was declared a 
saint on June 16, 2002.) Clara’s dying wish was that two of her children 
who had not spoken to each other for ten years would be reconciled. 
Shortly before her funeral, her two children made peace with each other. 
Five of her relatives went to confession on the eve of her funeral, all of 
whom had not received the sacrament for more than five years. Clara’s 
loved ones were reaping the benefits of her prayers. One of her children, 
who had not been to confession in more than ten years, returned to the 
sacrament a few days after Clara’s death. Dan said that although Clara’s 
death had been a time of sadness for all, the extended family has 


received bountiful spiritual blessings since her passing. 


There is a special rest still waiting for the people of God. For all 
who enter into God’s rest will find rest from their labors, just as God 
rested after creating the world. 

— Hebrews 4:9-10 


When your children want explanations about Padre Pio, just tell 
them that he loves Jesus so much and Jesus loves him so much that they 
have become very much alike. Jesus has given Padre Pio his wounds so 
that they can both suffer together to make us all be good. 

—A letter from Mary Pyle to Ray Ewen 

May 12, 1956 


CHAPTER 19 
RAY EWEN 


Ray Ewen was one of the pilgrims we met while traveling to the 
canonization of Padre Pio in 2002. The tour company that organized the 
trip provided three buses for the pilgrims. After the canonization in 
Rome, all three busloads of people met for dinner. That was the one and 
only time on the two-week trip that we saw Ray. Ray shared with us that 
he had met Padre Pio when he was stationed in Italy during World War 
IT. We only had about five minutes to speak with him before everyone 
had to get back on their assigned bus for the next destination. 

When we got back to the U.S. I had a great desire to get in touch 
with Ray and learn more about his experience of meeting Padre Pio. 
However, I did not have his contact information. I called the tour 
company but they told me they could not give out any of the personal 
information. After weeks of trying, I was eventually able to locate Ray. 
We were able to visit him at his home near Queens, New York. We have 
kept in contact and have become close friends. 

Ray has introduced us to many people who knew Padre Pio 
personally and he has often accompanied us on our interviews as we 
recorded the testimonies of Padre Pio’s spiritual children from near and 
far. The following is Ray’s story: 


Ray Ewen of Glendale, New York was drafted into the Army in 
April 1942. A year later he transferred into the Army Air Force. He was 
proud to serve his country during World War II and was sent overseas 
with the 826th Bomb Squadron of the 484th Bomb Group of the 15th 
Air Force and stationed in Cerignola, Italy. From the rank of private, he 
was promoted to first lieutenant and was eventually promoted to the 
rank of captain. One of his duties was to supervise the transferring of 
crews in and out of the war zone. 

In Cerignola, Ray and the other soldiers in his unit lived for months 
on canned cheese, canned meat (spam), melba toast, powdered milk and 
other preserved foods better known as K-rations. The soldiers grew tired 
of their bland diet and those who spoke Italian often walked to nearby 
farmhouses in the area hoping to trade their soap, cigarettes and candy 
for the fresh vegetables, eggs, chickens and potatoes that the local 
people possessed. 

One day, Ray’s friend, Sergeant Joe DeSantis, walked up in the hills 
hoping to find someone who had fresh eggs and was willing to barter 
them. When Joe came back to the base, he told Ray that he met a very 
nice Italian woman while he was out looking for food. Her name was 
Mary Pyle. She spoke perfect English and perfect Italian. Mary told Joe 
that a very holy priest lived at the nearby monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace. His name was Padre Pio and he had the wounds of Christ, the 
stigmata. 

Ray was very skeptical about what Joe shared with him regarding 
Padre Pio. St. Francis of Assisi was the only person that Ray had ever 
heard of who had the stigmata. St. Francis had been a deacon and not a 
priest and as far as Ray knew, no priest had ever had the wounds of 
Christ. Although Ray had doubts about what the woman up in the hills 
had told Joe, he still found the story interesting. 

One day Ray and Joe decided to go together to see Padre Pio. There 
was only one way to reach the monastery from Cerignola and the road 
leading up the hill was treacherous. The surrounding area was marked 
by steep cliffs, caves and caverns. Ray tried to drive his military jeep up 
the hill but found that it was impossible. He and Joe had no choice but 


to walk the distance. 

Soon after arriving, Ray met Mary Pyle. However, she was not 
Italian like Joe had assumed. She was an American and she was pleased 
to find out that Ray was from New York just like she was. Mary had 
definitely shaken off the sophisticated New York City lifestyle after she 
had moved to San Giovanni Rotondo. She wore a long brown formless 
dress with long sleeves. It was drawn up high at the neck and was ankle 
length. There was a cord around her waist and simple sandals were on 
her feet. It was the clothing of the Third Order of Saint Francis, of 
which she was a member. 

Mary told Ray and Joe many interesting stories about Padre Pio. The 
stories sparked Ray’s interest and he told Mary that he would like to 
meet Padre Pio. “He never leaves the monastery,” Mary said. “If you 
want to see him, come back early tomorrow morning when he celebrates 
Mass. Then I will introduce you to him.” Ray and Joe DeSantis got up at 
2:00 a.m. the next morning and walked in the darkness from Cerignola 
to the monastery. They arrived on time for Padre Pio’s early morning 
Mass. 

Ray and Joe felt honored and also surprised when one of the 
Capuchins ushered them up to the very front of the church for the Mass. 
It was a special recognition that the American G.I.’s received whenever 
they attended the Mass at Our Lady of Grace. Most of the people in the 
church were local Italian women and Ray noticed that they could be 
aggressive and rough as they guarded the seats they seemed to feel 
entitled to. Ray was glad to be sitting up in the sanctuary, somewhat 
removed from the locals. Mary Pyle played all of the music at the Mass 
on a small pump organ. 

When Padre Pio came into the church and Ray saw him for the very 
first time, he could tell by the painful expression on his face that he was 
suffering. Ray also noticed the way Padre Pio walked up to the altar. He 
shuffled his feet in a way that led Ray to understand that he was in great 
pain. 

Padre Pio celebrated Mass with an intensity and devotion that Ray 
had never seen before. During the Mass, he went into a state of ecstasy. 


Ray noticed that the expression on Padre Pio’s face would change six or 
seven times during the Holy Sacrifice. At various times, tears would fall 
down Padre Pio’s cheeks. Sometimes they seemed to be tears of joy and 
at other times tears of sorrow. During the Consecration, Padre Pio 
became completely still for at least ten minutes. He had on an alb with 
very long sleeves. When he raised his hands, the sleeves slipped back 
and Ray could see the circular wounds of the stigmata. They were 
oozing blood. 

If Ray had been skeptical initially about Padre Pio, all of his doubts 
vanished after attending his Mass. Padre Pio’s prayerful attitude, his 
reverence and piety, and the bleeding wounds in his hands that Ray 
observed from up close, dispelled every doubt. As Ray said, “After 
attending Padre Pio’s Mass, I knew he was for real.” 

Mary Pyle arranged for Ray to meet Padre Pio after the morning 
confessions. As Padre Pio approached, Mary told Ray to kneel down. 
Padre Pio put both of his hands on Ray’s head and gave him a blessing. 
“His eyes seemed to look right into my soul,” Ray said. “His eyes were 
beautiful, dark and penetrating.” 

Father Walter Junk was the military chaplain in Cerignola where 
Ray was stationed. One day he asked Ray why he had not been in 
attendance at the Sunday Mass at the base. “It is because I went to Padre 
Pio’s Mass today in San Giovanni Rotondo,” Ray answered. Father 
Walter was not pleased. He did not like the GI.’s attending Sunday 
Mass at Padre Pio’s monastery and cautioned Ray about it. He told Ray 
that Padre Pio did not yet have the backing of the Church and was being 
investigated by the Vatican. It was sometime later that Father Walter 
visited the monastery and afterward became quite enthusiastic about 
Padre Pio. 

Padre Pio usually went to the monastery garden each day around 
11:00 a.m. On occasion, when Padre Pio was having his lunch in the 
garden, Ray was able to visit with him there. Mary Pyle always 
translated for Ray since he did not speak Italian. Joe DeSantis also had 
to have Mary translate when he conversed with Padre Pio. Joe spoke 
Italian but could not understand Padre Pio’s dialect. 


In the early 1940’s, when Ray was stationed in Cerignola, visitors to 
Padre Pio’s monastery were few and far between. The majority of 
people were not even aware that the monastery existed. For this reason, 
the soldiers had much easier access to Padre Pio than those who visited 
later, when the crowds were overflowing. 

Ray used to bring Padre Pio American beer which he enjoyed very 
much. He would laugh and tell Ray that the beer was much better than 
the vegetable soup that was often his midday meal. Padre Pio was 
always friendly and jovial when Ray visited him. This came as a bit of a 
surprise to Ray. When he saw the open wounds on Padre Pio’s hands 
during Mass, he assumed that he was in a state of constant pain. He was 
relieved to see Padre Pio laugh and converse with others in the open air 
of the garden and to observe that he was happy and relaxed. Ray always 
felt greatly uplifted spiritually whenever he was in Padre Pio’s presence. 

On one occasion, Ray was standing inside the church when he heard 
Padre Pio order a man out of the confessional. Those who were waiting 
in line to go to confession also witnessed it. They all became afraid and 
left the area at once. Padre Pio’s reputation for being strict as a 
confessor was well known. For many, it took a good deal of courage to 
enter his confessional. 

Padre Pio received permission from the archbishop of his diocese to 
have a Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve, 1944 for the American G.I.’s. 
For Ray, the Christmas Mass was a never-to-be-forgotten experience. 
The small friary chapel of Our Lady of Grace was filled to capacity and 
on that special night, it was lit entirely by candlelight. The church had 
never looked so beautiful or so solemn. Everyone was given a candle to 
hold, including all of the American soldiers. As the Capuchins sang 
Christmas Carols in Italian, Padre Pio, wearing beautiful gold 
vestments, led the procession from the back of the church. He carried a 
pillow on which rested a small statue of the Infant Jesus. 

In the course of his visits to San Giovanni Rotondo, Ray became 
good friends with Padre Pio’s father, Grazio Forgione, even sharing 
Thanksgiving dinner with him on one occasion at Mary Pyle’s house. 
Ray described him as a “typical Italian farmer.” He was also a man of 


deep faith. Grazio had a cheerful disposition and was always friendly 
and kind to the visitors who came to see his famous son. Because he 
spoke English, he would sometimes act as translator for Padre Pio’s 
English-speaking friends. Grazio was held in the highest respect by the 
citizens of San Giovanni Rotondo. 

Mary Pyle shared her home with four women during the time of 
Ray’s visits. They were always very busy assisting the Capuchins at Our 
Lady of Grace. Ray noticed that Mary helped many poor people in the 
area and also spent a great deal of time answering the correspondence 
that came into the monastery. She told Ray that she had made an 
interesting observation regarding Padre Pio. He often knew the contents 
of the letters, that is, before they were even opened. 

Ray observed that Mary was the only woman who was allowed to go 
into the sacristy at Our Lady of Grace church. If visitors wanted to meet 
Padre Pio, it was Mary Pyle who could make it happen. She knew Padre 
Pio’s daily schedule and all the workings of the monastery. As time 
passed, Ray and Mary became close friends. She was like a mother to 
him and to the other G.I.’s who visited Padre Pio. 

Ray was very worried about his brother John, who had been 
wounded in the war and was missing in action. In an effort to find John, 
Ray made a trip to France and visited a hospital that tended wounded 
soldiers. Ray told Mary about his concern for his brother and Mary 
shared the information with Padre Pio. The next time Padre Pio saw 
Ray, he told him not to worry and not to go in search of John. As a 
soldier, Ray had a job to do and was to stay in Cerignola. Padre Pio 
assured Ray that John was safe and that he was on his way home. Ten 
days later, the family in New York received a letter from John Ewen. He 
wrote that he would soon be coming home. 

After Ray’s tour of duty, he returned home to Queens, New York. 
He knew how truly fortunate he was to have met Padre Pio and to have 
spent time at the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. He kept in touch with 
Mary Pyle for many years through letters. 

When Ray returned to civilian life, he observed that there were very 
few people in the New York area who had heard of Padre Pio. He 


wanted to change that. When he told his friends and relatives about 
Padre Pio, the reaction was mixed. A number of Ray’s friends were 
intrigued by Ray’s words but others were skeptical. Some felt that Ray 
had gone off the deep end in his devotion to Padre Pio. On more than 
one occasion he was teased and asked if he had left the military on a 
“section eight,” a discharge from the armed forces for a mental illness. 

Ray did not let the criticism bother him. The state of his mental 
health was good and it always had been. He left military service with an 
honorable discharge and went on to a successful career in business on 
Wall Street in New York City. In his free time, Ray gave talks on Padre 
Pio at many parishes in the New York City area including Our Lady of 
Hope in Middle Village, Our Lady of Mercy in Forest Hills, Queen of 
Martyrs in Forest Hills, St. Brigid’s in Mineola, St Margaret’s in Middle 
Village, Holy Child parish in Richmond Hill, St. Pancras in Glendale 
and many others. 

Ray also had a slide show of Padre Pio which was a part of his 
presentation at the parishes. He had purchased the slides when he was in 
San Giovanni Rotondo. A strict rule was in place that forbid anyone 
from taking Padre Pio’s photograph. The only person that was allowed 
to take his picture was Friedrich Abresch, the official photographer for 
the monastery. Ray’s slides were composites of beautiful photos of 
Padre Pio that Abresch had taken, many of which were taken while 
Padre Pio was celebrating Mass. 

Ray described Padre Pio as a humble man, friendly and congenial, 
who liked to laugh and make others laugh as well. While his holiness 
was so apparent, so obvious to everyone, Padre Pio was, in his own 
way, a simple man, an ordinary man. To Ray, Padre Pio’s dark and 
penetrating eyes were his most striking characteristic. Ray said, 
“Looking into the exceeding depth of his eyes was an unforgettable 
experience. It was like being in Heaven.” 

In his lifetime, Ray has come in contact with many priests, military 
chaplains and consecrated religious. But to Ray, Padre Pio was unique. 
“Padre Pio was the holiest man I have ever met in my life,” Ray said. 
“He is my living saint. I always hoped and prayed I would live long 


enough to see him canonized.” That dream came true for Ray Ewen on 
June 16, 2002 when he was present at St. Peter’s square in Rome to 
witness the canonization of St. Pio of Pietrelcina. 


We should foster a social consciousness which will help us to meet 
the needs of our neighbors, and to discern and seek to remove the 
sources of injustice in society... No human anxiety or sorrow should 
leave the disciples of Jesus Christ indifferent. But the world needs more 
than just social reformers. It needs saints. Holiness is not the privilege 
of a few; it is a gift offered to all. 

-Pope John Paul II 


In one of the visits I had from Jesus recently, I asked him more 
insistently to have pity on the unfortunate nations so sorely tried by the 
misfortune of war and to let his justice give place at last to his mercy. 
Strange to say, he made no reply except a sign with his hand which 
meant, ‘Slowly, slowly’... What on earth does this mean, dear Father? 
I myself cannot tell you. However, I can tell you this, that whenever I 
had spoken to the Lord previously about the war, he gave me no sign 
that I can recall, but always kept complete silence . . . Does it mean that 
he himself means to intervene to calm this worldwide upheaval? May he 
be pleased to do so without delay. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 20 


JOE REVELAS 


Ray Ewen (Chapter 19) introduced us to his friend, Joe Revelas who 
like Ray, was stationed in Italy during World War II, where he met 
Padre Pio. We corresponded with Joe and learned about his experience 
of visiting San Giovanni Rotondo in 1944. 


Joe Revelas of Clarksboro, New Jersey was in the U.S. 15th Air 
Force division and stationed near Cerignola, Italy during World War II. 
One day Joe’s military chaplain told him that there was a priest named 
Padre Pio living in a monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo who had the 
wounds of Christ. Joe had a great desire to visit him. The year was 
1944. Public transportation was not readily available during war times 
so Joe hitchhiked from the military base to the monastery. When he 
arrived, the first person he met was Mary Pyle. Joe told Mary that he 
intended to go to Padre Pio’s Mass the following day, Sunday. Mary 


insisted that he go at once to the monastery to meet Padre Pio. The idea 
of introducing himself to Padre Pio filled Joe with anxiety and he didn’t 
feel that he was up to the task. “I am sure that Padre Pio has much more 
important things to do than to meet me,” Joe said. Nevertheless, he 
decided to do what Mary suggested. 

In the monastery, a priest greeted Joe and asked him the reason for 
his visit. Joe said he was planning on attending Padre Pio’s Mass the 
following day. The priest left for a moment and returned with Padre Pio. 
At seeing Padre Pio, Joe became very nervous but Padre Pio smiled at 
him and put him at ease. He was friendly and asked Joe about his life 
and his work in the military. After their conversation, as Joe was leaving 
the monastery, he looked back at Padre Pio and saw that he had knelt 
down to pray, facing the altar of the church. 

At the Mass the next morning, Joe and the other soldiers who were 
present were allowed to be in the sanctuary of the church, very close to 
Padre Pio. Joe noticed Padre Pio’s deep recollection during the Mass. At 
the Consecration, Padre Pio stared intently at the host and tears fell from 
his eyes. There was complete silence in the little church. Joe saw clearly 
the wounds in his hands. “I could feel the presence of Jesus on the 
altar,” Joe said. “It was awesome. It was like being present at Calvary at 
the crucifixion. It was the most beautiful Mass I ever attended in my 
life. I will never forget it.” Although the Mass lasted for two hours, it 
did not seem long. Afterward, Padre Pio blessed Joe’s crucifix, kissing it 
reverently before giving it back to him. 

When Joe’s tour of duty was complete and he returned home, he 
kept in touch with Mary Pyle through letters. He had great admiration 
for Mary and he saved every one of the letters she wrote him. The 
following is a letter that she wrote to Joe on October 20, 1949: 


Dear Joe, 


This is just a short little note to tell you that I have sent you 
100 little Sacred Heart cards with a novena which Padre Pio says 
every day with the whole community for all of those who ask for 


his prayers. I thought that it would be nice for all of his far away 
spiritual children to join their prayers to his. Let us pray with 
him and according to his intentions. 

Padre Pio is becoming more wonderful every day. 
Consequently, the crowds who come to him for help, increase, 
and it is a real problem to be able to approach him. Two weeks 
ago, he healed a paralyzed woman who had been carried into the 
church and went away walking without help. You can imagine 
the excitement, but still more wonderful are the conversions and 
there are many of them. Do let us try to do our little bit in 
helping him with our poor little prayers. 


As ever, in Jesus Christ, St. Francis, and Padre Pio, 


Mary Pyle 


From the time Joe returned home from the war, he has slept each 
night with the crucifix that Padre Pio blessed, underneath his pillow. 
Although it was many years ago, the experience of meeting Padre Pio 
remains deeply etched in his memory. “Padre Pio has helped me all 
these years to stay close to God. I thank God for allowing me to 
encounter Padre Pio,” Joe said. 


Holiness does not consist in being faithful for a day or a year, but in 
persevering and growing until death. God must be our shield, but a 
Shield that surrounds us because we are being attacked from all sides. 

- St. Claude de la Colombiere 


Always keep close to God. In him I am with you, more than you can 
know. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 21 


LUIGI BELLORA 


Luigi Bellora was employed as a Carabenieri (police officer) for the 
State Police Department in Turin, Italy. When a friend gave him a 
biography on the life of Padre Pio, he found it to be enlightening. 
Reading the book caused him to pause and think about his own life and 
he realized that he had been neglecting his spiritual duties for a long 
time. The book was the wake-up call that he needed to get his priorities 
ordered rightly. Luigi was able to visit Padre Pio in 1953. From that 
time forward, he used his vacation from work to travel to San Giovanni 
Rotondo so that he could be near Padre Pio. 

Luigi soon became a familiar face at the monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace. He felt blessed to make the acquaintance of many of the 
Capuchin priests and brothers who served in San Giovanni Rotondo. He 
was awed by Padre Pio and he often felt nervous as he stood in line, 
waiting to make his confession. On one occasion in the confessional, 
Padre Pio noticed that Luigi was trembling. “Why are you shaking like 
that? Is it because you think I am too strict?” Padre Pio asked. Padre Pio 
then gave him a friendly nudge as if to calm him down. 

On occasion, Padre Pio could be severe with Luigi in the 
confessional. Luigi realized that whenever this occurred, there was 
never a time when he did not deserve it. But even if he knew that he 
deserved it, it was by no means easy to endure. It had always been hard 
for Luigi to accept criticism gracefully and at times he reacted in an 
unreasonable and immature way. 


Luigi once had an upsetting encounter with Padre Pio and decided to 
leave San Giovanni Rotondo immediately without so much as saying 
goodbye. He paid his bill at the guest house and went directly to the bus 
stop with his suitcase in hand. Although the bus made a regular stop 
there each and every day, for some reason on that particular day, it 
passed right by Luigi without even pausing. Luigi had no choice but to 
walk back to the guest house and get his room back. 

Luigi could not seem to shake his feelings of hurt and resentment. 
He reasoned that even though he was still in San Giovanni Rotondo, 
under no circumstances would he attend Padre Pio’s Mass. The next 
morning as he was lying in bed, he suddenly felt what he described as a 
“hard blow” to his shoulder. He quickly got up and turned on the light 
even though he knew that he was alone in the room. He recalled that 
Padre Pio sometimes worked in mysterious ways and the thought 
occurred to him that the punch to his shoulder might have come from 
Padre Pio. “Perhaps he is trying to knock some sense into me,” Luigi 
said to himself. Later a priest who was staying at the same guest house 
spoke to Luigi and convinced him to go to Mass. That very day, Luigi 
spoke to Padre Pio and apologized to him. “My son, that is all in the 
past,” Padre Pio said. Let us bury it and never think of it again.” Luigi 
was able to put the matter completely behind him. 

Luigi counted himself very fortunate to be able to spend all of his 
holidays and vacation days in San Giovanni Rotondo. He had a great 
desire to be of service to Padre Pio and the other Capuchins during his 
visits and the superior, Father Carmelo de Sessano, noticed his helpful 
attitude. One day he asked Luigi if he would consider having a 
“working vacation.” He explained that he was trying to find a volunteer 
to stand guard near Padre Pio’s cell door in order to prevent people from 
disturbing him. Since Luigi was someone that Father Carmelo and the 
other Capuchins knew and trusted, and since he worked on the police 
force, he seemed to be the perfect choice. 

At the time, Padre Pio was weak and ill and his fellow Capuchins 
were very concerned about him. In his fragile state of health, it was 
important for him to get his rest. Some people, often complete strangers, 


had the audacity to sneak into the monks’ private quarters and walk into 
Padre Pio’s cell unannounced. Padre Pio needed to be protected from 
such people. “There is nothing that I would like better than to assist 
Padre Pio in this way,” Luigi said to Father Carmelo. 

Every day the routine was the same. Luigi entered the monastery 
through a hidden door that was semi-obstructed by builders’ planks. The 
arrangement worked out perfectly and no one in the church ever noticed 
what Luigi was doing. If they had, he would have been swamped with 
requests, messages, letters, and gifts to give Padre Pio. 

Each morning when Luigi arrived on duty, he greeted Padre Pio in 
his cell. Padre Pio would respond in a feeble voice as his illness had 
debilitated him to a great extent. Luigi would then make his way to the 
wicker chair that was set up for him in the corridor. People managed to 
enter the private area from time to time but Luigi was always there to 
fend them off. 

Luigi loved his volunteer position as Padre Pio’s “special guardian” 
and realized that the job had more perks and benefits than he had ever 
imagined. Often when Father Giustino and Padre Pio were having their 
morning coffee together in Padre Pio’s cell, they would invite Luigi to 
join them. Luigi noticed that Padre Pio would never take more than a 
few sips. Luigi would always make sure he used the same cup that Padre 
Pio drank his coffee from. The doctors also had a boiled egg prepared 
for Padre Pio every morning, but he couldn’t manage to eat it. When he 
gave it to Luigi, Luigi was happy to finish it off for him. 

Each day a doctor from the Home for the Relief of Suffering brought 
Padre Pio some jelly fortified with vitamins. “Luigi, would you please 
help me with this? I don’t feel like eating it,’ Padre Pio would say and 
Luigi was glad to oblige. Almost every afternoon, Luigi brought Padre 
Pio an ice-cold bottle of beer. “But how can you to this?” Padre Pio 
asked. “How can you afford to get this for me?” “I do this with all my 
devotion to you,” Luigi replied. 

Luigi also agreed to help with some of the overflow of 
correspondence that came into the monastery. On one occasion, Padre 
Pio spoke to Luigi about the particulars of a letter that had been 


received. “Luigi, tell the person in question that if he changes his 
lawyer, everything will turn out all right.” Luigi later learned that the 
person took Padre Pio’s advice and changed his lawyer, which resulted 
in a positive outcome. 

From time to time throughout the day, Luigi opened the door of 
Padre Pio’s cell to see if he needed anything. Whenever he did so, he 
found that Padre Pio was praying. Sometimes Luigi saw him gazing at 
the beautiful painting of Our Lady of Purity that hung on his cell wall. 
Once when Luigi opened the door, Padre Pio was whispering to the 
beautiful image of the Madonna. 

Luigi was able to serve for twenty-two days as Padre Pio’s special 
protector. They were days of grace, days of blessings, days of 
happiness. Luigi was very attached to Padre Pio and could hardly bear 
the thought of leaving him but he had used all his vacation days and had 
to return home. “Now that I have grown accustomed to living here in 
this Paradise near you, it is very hard for me to think about going back 
to Turin,” Luigi said to Padre Pio. Padre Pio kissed him on both cheeks 
according to the Italian custom and said, “Dear Luigi, may God repay 
you a thousand times for all the good you have done for me.” 

Through the years, Luigi continued to visit Padre Pio, sometimes for 
longer, sometimes for shorter stays. Padre Pio called him affectionately, 
“Dear Luigi.” “But you are the one who is dear,” Luigi would reply. He 
also asked Padre Pio to assist him as well as his family at the time of 
death. “Yes, I will do so but you must be worthy of this,” he replied. 
One day Luigi spoke to Padre Pio and asked him for a spiritual thought, 
not only for himself, but for all the members of his family. “Always live 
under the watchful gaze of God,” Padre Pio said to him. Luigi handed 
Padre Pio a paper and asked him to write it down and he was happy to 
do so. Luigi kept the written words of Padre Pio as one of his most 
treasured possessions. 


Let us every day do our best to advance in God, and to be sparing 
with the transitory possessions we are going to leave behind us in this 
world. Let us pay attention to Abraham’s faith, because he was also our 


father. Let us imitate his devotion and faith. We are Christians, and 


strangers on earth. Let none of us be frightened; our native land is not 
in this world. 


- St. Augustine 


Let us always keep before our eyes the fact that here on earth we are 
on a battlefield and that in Paradise we shall receive the crown of 
victory; that this is a testing ground and the prize will be awarded up 
above; that we are now in a land of exile while our true homeland is 
Heaven to which we must continually aspire. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 22 


ANECDOTES FROM THE WAR YEARS 


In 1916, while in Foggia, Padre Pio and his little nephew one day 
visited the home of Serafina Pipoli. Padre Pio asked Serafina to call her 
nephew to come to her home so that the two boys could play together. 
She held Padre Pio in great esteem and immediately agreed to the 
request. Soon Serafina’s nephew, Michelino came to the house to play. 
Later, when Padre Pio came back to collect his nephew, Michelino’s 
mother, Rosa, was there also. Rosa asked Padre Pio to pray for her 
husband as he was a soldier and had been called up to military service 
once again. Padre Pio said, “I will pray a great deal. But let us all pray 
to Our Lady because when Michelino grows up there will be another 
war, and he too will go.” Padre Pio’s prophecy came true for in 1940 
Italy went to war and Michelino was called up for military service. 


As an American soldier, Joe Peluso was stationed in southern Italy 
during World War II. One day at the base, he received a letter from his 
mother who told him that there was a holy priest named Padre Pio living 
in Italy. She did not know what part of Italy he lived in but she wanted 


Joe to find out and to visit him. Joe asked the military chaplain on the 
base if he knew anything about Padre Pio. The military chaplain started 
laughing and pointed to the mountain that was directly in front of them. 
“Padre Pio lives right on that mountain,” he said to Joe. One day, 
curiosity got the better of Joe and he decided to make the short trip to 
see Padre Pio. It was October 6, 1944. 

Padre Pio loved the visits of the American soldiers and always 
greeted them cordially. His counsel to the soldiers was unique. He often 
used simple and childlike words when talking to them and giving them 
advice. Sometimes he would pat them on the head in a paternal way and 
simply say, “Be a good boy.” 

Joe was able to visit Padre Pio many times and the two became very 
close. Often, he was invited to eat with the Capuchins at the monastery. 
While everyone else enjoyed their food, Joe noticed that Padre Pio 
simply pushed his food around on the plate. Padre Pio once said, “I need 
very little of this world’s goods. I need just a little bit of food, a little 
sleep and few possessions.” 

It was Padre Pio’s habit to give a religious medal to the pilgrims 
who came to the monastery to see him. Because of the war, religious 
medals and rosaries became scarce and almost impossible to acquire. 
Padre Pio felt very bad that his supply of medals was exhausted and he 
had none to give his visitors. 

During his frequent visits to the monastery, Joe had become 
acquainted with Mary Pyle. He and Mary tried to think of a way to 
replenish Padre Pio’s supply of medals. Joe decided to take the 220-mile 
trip from his military base to Rome to see if he could acquire the 
medals. Padre Pio and Padre Pio’s brother Michael both gave him letters 
to deliver to their sister, Sister Pia. She was a nun of the Order of St. 
Bridget and lived in the Brigittine Convent in Rome. 

When Joe arrived in Rome, something prompted him to follow a 
road leading up a hill. As he drove up the hill, he saw a large sign which 
said, “Cloistered Motherhouse of the Benedictine Nuns.” Joe 
remembered that the St. Benedict medals were a favorite of Padre Pio. 
Joe knocked on the door and the nuns who greeted him were extremely 


happy to give him a large supply of medals for Padre Pio. 

On one occasion, Padre Pio asked Joe to select a name for his 
guardian angel. “Pick a name for your guardian angel and call him by 
that name always,” Padre Pio said to Joe. “When you send him to me, 
he will come instantly.” 

One day Joe asked Padre Pio if he would accept him as his spiritual 

child and Padre Pio readily agreed. Joe then asked Padre Pio if he would 
accept his wife as his spiritual child and he agreed as well. Realizing the 
wonderful opportunity that was at hand, he next asked Padre Pio if he 
would accept his daughter. Joe thought about his aunts and uncles and 
realized that they needed to be mentioned as well. Somehow, the way 
the conversation was going struck Joe and Padre Pio as funny. They 
began to laugh. They laughed so hard that tears were rolling down their 
faces. Suddenly Padre Pio became very serious and said to Joe, “Joe, 
when the war is over and you return to the United States, tell the 
American people that for those who would like me to be their spiritual 
father, my answer is yes. I accept all Americans as my spiritual children. 
I only have two requirements - that they lead very good Catholic lives 
and that they regularly receive the sacraments. And please, tell them 
never to embarrass me in front of Jesus and Mary. You must tell them, 
Joe.” 
Joe felt that it was an impossible request. He lived in a very small 
town in Pennsylvania. He was not an important person. He did not know 
many people. How could he tell all of America what Padre Pio had 
asked him to? Nevertheless, when he returned to the U.S., he tried to do 
what was asked of him. He made a slide show presentation of Padre 
Pio’s life and over the years he showed it to thousands of people. Joe 
died in 1996, after having spent fifty years sharing the message of Padre 
Pio with more people than he could have ever imagined. 


A woman once wrote a letter to Padre Pio on behalf of her brother. 
She had been to confession to Padre Pio on several occasions and had 


great faith in his spiritual counsel. In the letter, she asked Padre Pio for 
advice regarding her brother’s career decision. When her brother came 
back from the war, he could not decide whether to continue on in the 
military or to go into business. In the letter, she explained her brother’s 
situation but gave no information regarding his name, address, or 
military rank. 

Almost immediately, her brother got a response back from Padre 
Pio. What was surprising was that the letter included her brother’s 
name, address, officer’s rank, and regiment, information that the woman 
had not disclosed. Padre Pio told him that it didn’t matter what work he 
chose to do because he would be successful regardless. The Lord was 
going to treat him in the very same way he had treated his soldiers 
during the war. 

The woman was amazed at the words of Padre Pio. She made 
enquiries and learned that her brother had been more of a father than a 
superior to the men he was in charge of. He personally looked after his 
soldiers with paternal affection when they were sick or in any kind of 
need. All of the soldiers held him in the greatest esteem. The woman 
added that after the war, her brother met with success in all of his 
undertakings, just as Padre Pio had predicted. 


Ray Neameyer was a military pilot who was stationed in Italy during 
World War II. He visited San Giovanni Rotondo and felt honored to 
meet Padre Pio. Once, when Ray was flying a twin-engine fighter 
known as a P38, one of the engines blew up during the flight. Black 
smoke was pouring out of the plane, indicating the extreme danger of 
the situation. Luckily, he managed to return to the base on one engine. 
Later, the head mechanic who worked on Ray’s plane confided in him. 
He told him that he had worked as a mechanic for many years and had 
witnessed a number of serious aircraft accidents. Referring to Ray’s safe 
landing, the mechanic said, “That was an act of God if ever I saw one!” 
Before Ray had left San Giovanni Rotondo, Padre Pio had put his hand 


on his head in a blessing. He did the same to the other soldiers who were 
with Ray. He prayed that they would all return home safely. 


Berta Forti and her family were fervent Catholics. They lived in 
Florence, Italy and their last name, “Forti” was a Jewish surname, 
although the family was not Jewish. They were living in a very 
dangerous area during World War II, where there were often 
bombardments. The Forti family had a great devotion to Padre Pio. One 
day Berta took a picture of Padre Pio and hung it on the door of the 
house. Berta prayed, “Padre Pio, we entrust our lives, our house and our 
belongings to you. Please protect us!” 

On November 6, 1943, four SS German soldiers, convinced that the 
Forti family was Jewish, entered their house. When the first soldier, who 
was armed with a machine gun, stepped inside, the photograph of Padre 
Pio that was hanging on the door, fell to the floor “like a butterfly” as 
Berta described it, and very lightly brushed her foot. Padre Pio’s face 
was upward and visible to everyone. Outside, innocent people were 
being gathered up and put in trucks to be taken away. Their fearful cries 
could be heard from the street. 

The soldier looked down at the photograph of Padre Pio. He put his 
hand to his forehead in a military salute and said to Berta and her 
family, “Excuse us,” and he left immediately with the three other 
soldiers. 


Kevin Patrick Fitzpatrick who worked in Manchester, England in 
1947 became acquainted with a man who had been a soldier in the 
British Army during World War II. The man shared with Kevin, an 
interesting experience he had while in the military. During their advance 
against the German Army, the soldier and the others in his company 


came to the area of San Giovanni Rotondo. British artillery had been 
fired into the areas surrounding the friary, but to their amazement none 
of the shells had exploded. When British Intelligence officers questioned 
the local Italian people, they were told that this was not to be wondered 
at since a very holy priest, Padre Pio lived at the friary. 

One of the British Army officers was staying at the friary. One night 
he heard a voice constantly calling out. He went to investigate to see 
where the sound was coming from. When he came to the door of Padre 
Pio’s cell, he heard Padre Pio praying the Glory Be to the Father, 
repeating the prayer slowly, over and over again. The soldier was deeply 
edified. 


One morning after the Mass at Our Lady of Grace monastery, a 
number of people gathered around Padre Pio in order to greet him. 
Maria Pompilio, one of Padre Pio’s spiritual daughters, was in the 
church that day. The year was 1919. Maria noticed a man in the crowd 
who was staring intently at Padre Pio. She was close enough to hear the 
man exclaim, “Dear Lord, it is him. Truly, it is him. I am not mistaken!” 
Upon saying that, the man knelt down and began to cry. “Padre Pio, 
thank you for saving me from death! Thank you!” the man said. Padre 
Pio put his hands on the man’s head in a blessing and said, “You must 
not thank me, my son. Thank our Lord and the Virgin of Graces.” Padre 
Pio and the man spoke together for a few moments but they were 
speaking so softly that no one nearby could hear the conversation. Then 
Padre Pio went to the choir loft in the church to pray. 

Some of the people who had been present when the man and Padre 
Pio were speaking together became curious. They asked the man what 
Padre Pio had said to him. The man explained that he had been a captain 
in the infantry. On one occasion, when he was on the battlefield engaged 
in combat, he noticed a friar standing a short distance away. The friar 
had a very distinct look about him. He was delicate and fair-skinned and 
had beautiful and expressive eyes. The captain could tell by looking at 


him that he was not a military chaplain for he wore the clothing of a 
simple friar. The friar spoke to the captain and said, “Captain, come 
here quickly. Move away from where you are standing immediately!” 

The captain followed the friar’s instructions. No sooner had he run 
toward the friar, than a grenade exploded right in the spot where he had 
been standing. The force of the explosion left a large hole in the ground. 
If he had not followed the command of the friar, he would have been 
killed instantly. The captain had the greatest desire to thank the friar for 
saving his life but when he looked in his direction once again, the friar 
was no longer there. He was nowhere to be seen. 

When the captain recounted his story to his fellow-soldiers, one of 
the soldiers told him that he too had been rescued from death by a 
“beautiful monk.” At the Italian military base, others reported that they 
too had seen a friar on the battlefield who raised his eyes toward Heaven 
and prayed. One of the soldiers said that the friar’s name was Padre Pio 
who lived in a monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo. 

The captain had made a trip to the monastery of Our Lady of Grace 
in order to see if Padre Pio was the priest who he had seen on the 
battlefield. How happy he was to be able to confirm that it was indeed 
Padre Pio who had rescued him and how glad he was to be able to thank 
him personally for saving his life. Firm in his faith, the captain thanked 
God for his life and his many blessings. 


The Lord your God has blessed you in all your undertakings. He has 
watched over your journey through this vast wilderness. 
- Deuteronomy 2:7 


Let us be docile in the face of these events (World War I) which are 
apparently harsh but are a sign of true mercy. Let us continue to trust, 
for the God who humiliates us and makes us suffer at present is the God 
who in still speaking to us; and the God who is still speaking to us... 
even if he thunders so unpleasantly and severely, is still the God who 
loves us. He is waiting for the voice of our repentance to silence his 
thundering. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 23 
EUGENE MCMAHON 


Initially, one of Eugene (Gene) McMahon’s relatives wrote to us 
and told us that Gene had met Padre Pio when he was stationed in Italy 
during World War II. We called Gene and his wife Charlotte where they 
reside in Stirling, New Jersey and asked if we could meet with them and 
learn more about Gene’s experience. They were happy to agree. This is 
his story: 


Eugene (Gene) McMahon, of Plainfield, New Jersey, was very 
happy he could finish the baseball season and his senior year of high 
school before receiving his draft notice to report for military duty. It was 
1943 and World War II was in full swing. When Gene completed 
preflight training and gunnery school, he was assigned to the 463rd 
Bomb Group of the 15th Air Force as a tail gunner and waist gunner on 
B-17 planes. He was sent overseas to the U.S. air base in Foggia, Italy. 

One day at the base, the squadron chaplain, Father George Rice, 
invited Gene and his best friend, Tony Afflitto to take a trip “up in the 
mountains” to visit Padre Pio. Father Rice explained that Padre Pio was 


a very holy priest who had the stigmata, the wounds of Christ. He never 
left his monastery but spent much time in prayer and seclusion. Gene 
found Father Rice’s words about Padre Pio intriguing. He had never 
heard of the saintly priest but he was very anxious to meet him. 

Father Rice explained that it was customary to bring a gift when 
making a visit to the monastery and since it was said that Padre Pio 
enjoyed American beer, that was what they decided to take with them. 
Father Rice drove the military jeep and on the way, they stopped in the 
town of San Giovanni Rotondo and passed out sticks of chewing gum to 
the children in the area. It was a poor town in every way. The children 
were so excited to receive a piece of gum that they could not contain 
their joy and practically mobbed the men. 

Gene had no idea what to expect when they arrived at the monastery 
and walked into the small church of Our Lady of Grace. The chapel was 
beautiful and many people were already gathered there waiting for the 
Mass to begin. Gene was surprised when he and his two companions 
were escorted to the very front row of the church. Gene learned that 
Padre Pio had a special regard for the American soldiers that often 
visited him from nearby military bases. 

The Mass lasted one and one-half hours but the time seemed to pass 
too quickly. At various times in the Mass, Padre Pio’s eyes would fill 
with tears. He gave no sermon. Gene did not mind at all that the Mass 
was so long. If it had lasted longer, he would have been happy. The 
Mass was different from any he had ever attended in his life. Gene felt 
lifted into a great sense of peace. He felt the presence of God. Father 
Rice had told Gene that the wounds of Christ were imprinted on Padre 
Pio’s body. It was true. During the Mass, Gene saw the wounds in Padre 
Pio’s hands and they were bleeding. He was so close to Padre Pio that 
he could have reached out and touched him. 

Afterward, Gene made his confession to Padre Pio. Gene was able to 
hold Padre Pio’s hand momentarily during the confession. Tony too, 
made his confession to Padre Pio. He gave Tony a medal of the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus. Treasuring this memento, when Tony returned to the 
base, he sent it home to his wife for safe keeping. 


Gene described Padre Pio as short in stature, with profound and 
piercing eyes. “His eyes were fabulous,” Gene said. “They had a 
penetrating quality. When Padre Pio looked at me, I felt that he knew 
everything about me. His eyes were like a magnet. I felt myself 
somehow drawn in by his gaze.” One of the men who attended the Mass 
that morning brought his two-year-old son into the sacristy afterward. 
Padre Pio’s face lit up with joy when he saw the child approach him and 
he had a little gift for him. He usually kept a supply of candy on hand to 
give to the children. 

Gene, Father Rice, and Tony were invited to have dinner with the 
Capuchins. The meal was a joyful occasion with a lot of laughter and 
lively conversation. It surprised Gene. He always pictured the 
Capuchins eating in strict silence and with the greatest reserve. During 
their stay in San Giovanni Rotondo, they also met Mary Pyle who 
shared many interesting stories about Padre Pio with them. Proficient in 
Italian, she translated for them when they were speaking to Padre Pio. 
Tony, who spoke Italian, was not able to understand the dialect that was 
spoken by Padre Pio. Father Rice had an advantage over Gene and 
Tony. He was able to speak to Padre Pio in Latin. Before they returned 
to Foggia, Padre Pio blessed them one more time. 

On February 25, 1945, just a few days after the visit to Padre Pio, 
Gene’s plane was shot down over Linz, Austria. It was his 14th 
bombing mission. Gene’s pilot instructed all the men to bail out. As 
Gene bailed out of the plane and parachuted down, he prayed to Padre 
Pio for protection. “Padre Pio, I believe in you. I am too young to die. 


1? 


Please help me!” he prayed. He could hear shots being fired at him from 
the ground and could hear dogs barking. He was wounded in the arm 
and wrist. When he hit the ground, he landed in deep snow. Removing 
his parachute, he ran for his life and managed to elude his captors. 
Almost two weeks later, Gene was captured in Hungary. He was 
interrogated regarding future U.S. bombing missions but refused to talk. 
Behind him were a number of the dead laying in an open grave. Holding 
Gene down, the soldiers used boards to beat his feet but he gave only his 


name, rank and serial number. He believed that he would be killed but 


he was not. Instead, Gene was forced to march to Vienna and then on to 
Nuremberg and Frankfurt. With inadequate clothing in the sub-zero 
temperatures and practically no food, through freezing rain, sleet and 
snow, he marched. The winter of 1945 was Germany’s coldest in 100 
years. 

Later, he was crowded into a cattle box car with other prisoners. 
Without food or water, they were transported to the Mooseberg Prisoner 
of War camp, just north of Munich. The brutality of the guards and the 
overcrowded and subhuman conditions of the camp caused many to 
refer to it as “hell camp.” Gene pleaded with God many times and 
prayed. In his mind, he clung to his blessed experience of meeting Padre 
Pio, holding his hand, attending his beautiful Mass, receiving his 
blessing. The memory gave him strength. 

On April 29, in the Mooseberg camp, the Germans were alerted that 
U.S. army tanks under the command of General Patton were 
approaching. The prisoners were informed that they were all going to be 
shot before their liberators arrived. However, it did not work out that 
way. As the U.S. tanks came crashing through the gates of the prison, 
Gene and the others ran for cover in a grassy ditch while bullets 
whizzed over their heads. General George Patton himself was there and 
after the conflict had ended, he gathered the POW’s together and made a 
heartfelt speech. The day of freedom had arrived. 

Gene was placed on a hospital ship and taken back to the United 
States. Aboard the ship, he had a lot of time to think. “What had gone 
wrong?” he asked himself. “I am only nineteen years old and look at the 
condition I am in. Did God abandon me? Did Padre Pio hear even one 
of my pleas for help? It would have been better for me if I had died. 
There is nothing left for me now.” 

Gene was taken to a hospital in Atlantic City, New Jersey where he 
spent the next three months. His feet were in a terrible condition. 
Prolonged frostbite had caused them to turn black and they had been 
badly injured by the beating he had received after his capture. He 
remained in a wheelchair for many days and the doctor told him that 
both of his feet might have to be amputated. 


It was in the hospital that Gene’s perspective began to change. 
Soldiers were being admitted to the hospital who had lost arms and legs 
in combat. Gene had not. Some were double amputees. Gene’s bodily 
strength was slowly returning. He weighed 96 lbs. when he was 
admitted to the hospital. He had lost 90 Ibs. in his ordeal. But he was 
steadily gaining weight. His feet healed with no residual damage. Unlike 
many who were there, he was going to be able to walk out of the 
hospital on two good legs. 

But it was his memories of the incredible sufferings of the war that 
Gene could not erase from his mind. The worst memory by far was his 
time in the Nuremberg prison camp where people all around him were 
starving to death. The dreadful and nightmarish images haunted him. He 
would wake up in the middle of the night, terrified and in a cold sweat. 
Professional counselors, skilled in dealing with the post-traumatic stress 
condition of veterans returning from the war, were there to help and 
support him. 

After Gene was discharged from the hospital, he was able to move 
forward with his life. He was signed on to a semi-professional baseball 
team and was able to pursue the sport he had always loved. He also 
enjoyed a career at New Jersey Bell, working in management. Gene 
received the Purple Heart badge of military merit and was awarded the 
Distinguished Service Medal by the state of New Jersey. It is the highest 
honor that a state can give one of its citizens. 

Against incredible odds, Gene had survived his war experience. 
Miraculously, the other nine crew members that were with him when 
their plane was shot down, also survived. Of the ten crew members, 
three had visited Padre Pio and had received his blessing. One was 
Gene’s best friend, Tony Afflitto. When Tony and Gene visited San 
Giovanni Rotondo together, Padre Pio told Tony that he would be home 
by Easter. His words proved to be true. 

Everything Gene thought he had lost, he was able to regain - his life, 
his health, his peace, his happiness, his family. God had not abandoned 
him like he once believed. He was there all the time, helping him 
through every difficulty. Padre Pio had not abandoned him either. Gene 


is sure of it. 

Through the years, Gene has kept in touch with many of the men 
who served in the war with him, including his military chaplain, Father 
Rice. When the war was over and Father Rice returned to the United 
States, he made it his personal mission to visit the families of every U.S. 
soldier in his division who were missing in action or had died in the 
war. He prayed with the families and offered his love and support. 

Gene’s faith in God has been his constant support. He can put the 
past behind him now. He and his wife Charlotte have shared many 
happy years together and they feel truly blessed. “I want to tell the 
whole world about Padre Pio and what a great saint he is!” Gene said. 
That is what he and Charlotte have been doing for many years. 


You reached down from on high and took hold of me. You drew me 
out of deep waters. You delivered me from my strong enemy, from those 
who hated me. 

2 Samuel 22:17-18 


The whole of my person is consecrated to Jesus and I feel myself 
bound to Him by a double tie, as a Christian and as a priest, and exactly 
for this reason I tremble at the thought that this double bond could be 
momentarily loosened. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 24 


ARCHBISHOP PAOLO CARTA 


On September 23, 1981 at the Church of the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary in Cuneo, Italy, the late Archbishop Paolo Carta delivered a 
fervent speech on the life and spirituality of Padre Pio. The occasion 
was the commemoration of the thirteenth anniversary of Padre Pio’s 
death. This is a condensation of his speech: 


I was born in Sardinia, Italy in 1907. When I was twenty-four years 
old, I entered the seminary to begin my theological studies. After I was 
ordained to the priesthood, my bishop, the Archbishop Ernesto Maria 
Piovella of Cagliari assigned me to serve as a military chaplain. I served 
in that capacity for twenty years, in the city of Sardinia on the mainland, 
as well as in other areas. 

In 1955, I was appointed to the Episcopal See of Foggia. I passed 
seven years as the bishop of Foggia and I regard those years as the most 
fortunate of my life, because of the cordial friendship that I formed with 
Padre Pio during that time. I was not his bishop, for San Giovanni 
Rotondo belongs to the archdiocese of Manfredonia. This was an 
advantage for it gave me greater liberty in my relationship with dearest 
Padre Pio. Then Pope John XXIII transferred me to Sassari. That was a 
sorrow for Padre Pio. When I went to see him, we embraced and kissed 


each other on the cheeks three times. I was never to see him again. 

I would like to speak in a very simple and familiar way about Padre 
Pio, about his luminous personality as I had the grace to see and admire 
it first hand for seven years. I am profoundly convinced that Padre Pio 
practiced Christian virtue to a heroic degree. In Padre Pio, I saw and 
recognized a hero of the Gospel, a hero who followed and imitated 
Christ, a hero of the evangelical beatitudes, a hero of authentic Christian 
sanctity. I admired his heroism in prayer, his heroism in action, and his 
heroism in suffering. 

This testimony that I share regarding my dearest and best friend, 
Padre Pio, is not a testimony concerning extraordinary or prodigious 
facts that are attributed to him. Instead, it is concerned with the essence 
of his spirituality, the reality of his marvelous communion with God and 
with his brethren. 

Padre Pio was a faithful imitator of Jesus, that Jesus who we see in 
the Gospel as being wholly on fire with the spirit of prayer. Jesus sent 
the crowds away and climbed the mountain alone to pray. He spent 
whole nights in prayer. He prayed at the moment of his baptism in the 
Jordan. He prayed before the resurrection of Lazarus. He prayed in the 
garden of Gethsemane and he prayed on the Cross. St. Paul 
recommended to us to pray unceasingly. 

Padre Pio never grew weary of praying. He also yearned to have 
even more time to give to prayer. He said, “I wish the day had forty- 
eight hours in which to pray.” He prayed always and everywhere. But 
what struck me the most was the fact that whenever I went to see him, I 
always found him with the Rosary in his hands. So, I called him an 
“insatiable devourer of rosaries.” He recited the entire Rosary of fifteen 
mysteries many times a day. He prayed for all who asked for his 
prayers. My mother had recourse to him at crucial moments during my 
pastoral ministry and she received precious graces from him. But he also 
prayed for other souls, unknown souls, for whom he felt interiorly 
inspired to pray. Prayer fed his profound and constant union with God. 
All of his exterior activity was likewise animated, enlivened, and 
charged with prayer. 


I felt an immense joy at having come to know Padre Pio, at having 
been to confession to him, at having been present at some of the great 
events in his life, and at having so often embraced him. In his intimacy 
with God, Padre Pio attained the summit of transforming union. 

— Archbishop Paolo Carta 


Jesus, Master, sanctify my mind and increase my faith. Jesus, 
teaching in the Church, draw everyone to yourself. Jesus, Master, 
deliver me from error, empty thoughts and eternal blindness. Jesus, Way 
between the Father and ourselves, I offer you everything and await all 
from you. Jesus, Way of sanctity, help me to imitate you faithfully. Jesus, 
Way, may I respond wholeheartedly to the Father’s call to holiness. 
Jesus, Life, live in me so that I may live in you. Jesus, Life, do not ever 
permit anything to separate me from you. Jesus, Life, grant that I may 
live eternally in the joy of your love. Jesus, Truth, may you shine in the 
world through me. Jesus, Way, may I be a faithful mirror of your 
example for others. Jesus, Life, may I be a channel of your grace and 
consolation to others. 


- Father James Alberione 


It would be well to remember that the graces and consolations of 
prayer are not waters of this earth but of Heaven. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 25 


FEDORA DEPAMPHILIS 


While visiting her son Gino DePamphilis in California, Fedora 
DePamphilis of Belmont, Massachusetts attended our Padre Pio prayer 
group one evening. The following is her story: 


Fedora Circello DePamphilis grew up in the small town of 
Torremaggiore in the province of Foggia, in Italy. Known for its 
production of wine and olives, Torremaggiore is located just thirty miles 
from San Giovanni Rotondo. Many of the townspeople of 
Torremaggiore would make a day pilgrimage to Padre Pio’s monastery 
in San Giovanni Rotondo and always stop at Monte Sant’ Angelo, the 
shrine dedicated to St. Michael the Archangel, before returning home. 

Fedora’s first cousin, Vincenzo Leone, had a memorable experience 
on one occasion while making his confession to Padre Pio. When he 
entered the confessional, Padre Pio asked him, “How long has it been 
since your last confession?” “It has been six months,” Vincenzo replied. 
“But you are lying to me,” said Padre Pio. “You have not been to 
confession in more than three years.” Vincenzo was so shocked that 
Padre Pio knew the truth about the matter that he went back to 
Torremaggiore and told everyone about it. “Can you believe it?” said 
Vincenzo. “I could not conceal anything from him. He knew everything. 
I know he is a saint!” But Vincenzo was not telling the townspeople 
anything that they did not already know. They all venerated Padre Pio as 


a saint. 

Fedora’s mother, Angela, once traveled with several of her cousins 
to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. They waited in the 
confessional line for two days with no success. At the end of the second 
day, Angela was very discouraged. She said to her cousins, “We have to 
return home tomorrow no matter what. Let’s get up before sunrise and 
be the first ones inside the church when the door opens. Perhaps we will 
then be able to make our confession to Padre Pio.” 

Angela’s idea proved to be a good one and the next day they were 
able to make their confession. But all were surprised when one of 
Angela’s cousins came running out of the confessional in tears. When 
pressed for an explanation, she stated that while she was confessing her 
sins, Padre Pio said to her, “You are forgetting to tell me something.” 
“No,” she replied. “I do not think I am forgetting anything.” “But don’t 
you remember the promise you made to me? You promised that you 
were going to help the poor and you did not do it. You must go back to 
your town immediately and do what you said you would do. Then come 
back and I will hear your confession.” 

Angela’s cousin explained that on one occasion, when her husband 
was critically ill, she said a heartfelt prayer to Padre Pio begging for his 
intercession. In her prayer, she promised that if her husband got well, 
she would give a generous portion of the grain that they produced on 
their farmland to the poor people in the town. Her husband recovered 
from his illness but she had completely forgotten about her promise. 

Nicola, Fedora’s father, went to San Giovanni Rotondo on one 
occasion hoping to discuss a personal matter with Padre Pio. However, 
there were too many people at the monastery that day and it was 
impossible to approach him. When Nicola expressed his dilemma, one 
of the visitors at the monastery told him that if he stood in a particular 
corridor, Padre Pio would probably be passing that way shortly. Nicola 
waited in the corridor and was able to speak to Padre Pio for a moment. 
“Padre Pio,” he said. “My wife and I are very concerned about our son, 
Michael. He has met a girl up in the northern part of Italy and wants to 
marry her. But my wife and I have our hearts set on him marrying a very 


nice girl from our town in Torremaggiore.” “Let your son marry the girl 
up north,” Padre Pio told him. “She is very nice. It is going to work out 
well.” 

Nicola returned home and said to his wife, “Listen, we are not going 
to worry about this matter anymore. Padre Pio told me it will be ok.” As 
it turned out, Michael married the girl from the north. She proved to be a 
wonderful wife and they were very happy. 

Fedora and her friends and family would travel from Foggia to San 
Giovanni Rotondo in a very large transportation vehicle with a canvas 
that covered the top. It was similar to the military vehicles used by the 
U.S. soldiers who were stationed at that time at the air base in Foggia. 
The road was so bad that it was extremely difficult to get up the steep 
hill but somehow, they always managed to get to the top. 

On one occasion, Fedora’s brother Michael went with her and a 
large group of family and friends who were going to the monastery to 
make their confession to Padre Pio. When Michael walked into the 
confessional, Padre Pio said to him, “Why have you come here? You 
have no faith in God and you certainly have no regard for me. Isn’t this 
true?” “Yes, you are right,” Michael said. “Well, why did you come?” “I 
came because my other family members and friends were coming. I just 
came along for the ride.” “Then you must leave at once,” Padre Pio said. 
Michael felt deeply embarrassed and ashamed as he left the 
confessional. But it was after that very short encounter with Padre Pio 
that his faith in God began to grow. Through the many years since, his 
faith has continued to deepen and he has remained very close to the 
Church. 

Padre Pio had a reputation for being stern, even at times, severe. He 
would never mince words. Fedora remembers that her parents from time 
to time would talk about that aspect of his personality. But they 
understood that his sternness was always tempered with love and with a 
desire to help people grow closer to God. 

Many people entered Padre Pio’s confessional with hearts that were 
not properly disposed and with no desire to change their lives. More 
often than not, these people were sent packing. Although it was difficult 


to be confronted by Padre Pio, the fruits that resulted from the encounter 
were frequently life-changing. Padre Pio used to say that God directed 
him in how to deal with each individual soul. Fedora and her family 
trusted his counsel completely and they had many proofs of his sanctity. 
Fedora described him as “very strict, very fair, and very holy.” 

Fedora recalled that during the years her family visited San 
Giovanni Rotondo, active and militant members of the Communist party 
would occasionally go to the monastery to see Padre Pio. “What is that 
in your pocket?” Padre Pio would sometimes ask them. Surprised by his 
knowledge, they would answer, “It is a membership card for the 
Communist party.” “Go and burn it immediately and then come back 
and I will speak to you,” was Padre Pio’s standard reply. 

When Fedora was twenty years old, she decided to move to the 
United States. She wanted to continue her education and train for a 
career and it was not possible to do so in her small town of 
Torremaggiore. Her mother Angela was distraught about her decision. 
She told Padre Pio, “My only daughter has decided to move to America. 
We do not want her to leave us. What can we do?” Padre Pio answered, 
“Let her go. The move will be good for her and it will also be good for 
you and your husband. You will see.” 

Fedora settled in Massachusetts and in a short time sent for her 
parents to come and join her. The arrangement worked out wonderfully 
and both Angela and Nicola enjoyed their new home. Fedora met a 
wonderful man and married him. When she had children, her parents 
took care of them while she worked. When Angela and Nicola became 
elderly, Fedora took excellent care of both of them. 

When Fedora’s son Gino was just two years old, he was diagnosed 
with Wilms Tumor. A cancerous tumor was discovered between his 
kidney and his intestines. He received radiation treatments and lost a 
great deal of weight. His doctor told the family that it would be a 
miracle if he lived, as few children survived that type of cancer. During 
the difficult surgery to remove the tumor, there were complications and 
one of Gino’s kidneys was destroyed. 

The family prayed constantly to Padre Pio for Gino’s recovery. One 


night Angela had a dream. Padre Pio was standing in front of her. The 
brown hood of his Capuchin habit was pulled up on his head. In the 
dream, Padre Pio said to her simply, “Your grandson will be ok.” The 
dream gave the family a tremendous sense of hope. 

Gino recovered from his life-threatening illness and has enjoyed 
good health ever since. Fedora and her husband traveled to San 
Giovanni Rotondo in 1968 to pray and to give thanks to God for Gino’s 
recovery. Padre Pio had passed away on September 23, 1968, shortly 
before their trip. When Fedora and her husband walked into the church 
of Our Lady of Grace, where Padre Pio had spent so many years of his 
life, they were overcome with emotion. All they could do was cry. 


I love the Lord, because he has heard my voice and my 
supplications. Because he inclined his ear to me, therefore I will call on 
him as long as I live. The snares of death encompassed me .. . I suffered 
distress and anguish. Then I called on the name of the Lord: “O Lord, I 
pray, save my life.” Gracious is the Lord and righteous; our God is 
merciful. The Lord protects the simple; when I was brought low, he 
saved me. 

— Psalm 116:1-6 


Jesus was with Padre Pio and in him - living, present and working, 
giving him strength and an overflowing power for good. 


— Father Domenico Mondrone 


CHAPTER 26 


CARMELINA MARUCA 


Carmelina Maruca has been very devoted to Padre Pio since 
meeting him in 1967. We interviewed Carmelina at her home in Chula 
Vista, California. 


In 1967, Carmelina Maruca and her two children made a trip to Italy 
to visit relatives. Antoinetta and Mario, Carmelina’s sister and brother- 
in-law, lived in Salerno where Mario had a medical practice. Carmelina 
had a very enjoyable visit with them. Before returning home to 
California, Carmelina and her children along with Antoinetta and Mario, 
decided to visit San Giovanni Rotondo to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. 

When Carmelina and her family arrived at the monastery, they 
learned that Padre Pio was ill. They had to wait five days before he was 
once again able to celebrate Mass. Carmelina noticed the great devotion 
the pilgrims had for Padre Pio but somehow, she felt differently. “Padre 
Pio is not a saint,’ Carmelina said to herself. “He is a priest, yes, but 
nothing more than that.” She could not believe otherwise. 

Carmelina and her family were able to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. 
After the Mass, they were told that Padre Pio would be giving a blessing 
when he came out of the sacristy. About fifty people knelt down outside 
the sacristy and waited to receive Padre Pio’s blessing. Carmelina knelt 
down too but after a short time her knees began to hurt. “Why am I 
kneeling like this?” she said to herself. “This is not a holy person we are 


waiting to see. There are many Capuchins at this monastery and Padre 
Pio is just one among many. He should not be receiving so much 
attention. These pilgrims have a misguided devotion!” 

Carmelina rose to a standing position to be more comfortable. A few 
moments later, when Padre Pio came out of the sacristy, Carmelina was 
the only person who was standing. All of the others were on their knees. 
Padre Pio placed his hand on each person’s shoulder in a blessing but 
when he came to Carmelina, there was no blessing, only a very severe 
look which made her feel extremely uneasy. She realized that Padre Pio 
knew the negative thoughts she had been thinking about him and she 
was deeply embarrassed. Carmelina’s daughter had noticed the frown on 
his face as he looked at her mother. “Mother,” she said. “I saw the look 
on Padre Pio’s face and I know that he is not happy with you. I am 
going to pray for you.” 

That very brief encounter with Padre Pio made a deep impression on 
Carmelina and her attitude changed completely. The knowledge that he 
had read the dispositions of her heart, confirmed to her his authenticity. 
Her devotion to him has increased through the years. 

Living in Salerno, Mario and Antoinetta were able to travel to San 
Giovanni Rotondo occasionally so that Mario could see Padre Pio and 
receive spiritual direction from him. Conversations with Padre Pio were 
always a source of great consolation to him. During one visit, Padre Pio 
said to Mario, “I see that there is suffering ahead for you, but with 
prayer, you will be all right. God will assist you.” 

Not long after, cancer was discovered in Mario’s shoulder. Very 
extensive surgery was performed which included the amputation of 
Mario’s arm. He was no longer able to practice as a surgeon and 
Antoinetta had to seek employment to support the family. Antoinetta 
passed away at the relatively early age of fifty-five years, leaving Mario 
a widower for many years. Remembering Padre Pio’s words, Mario 
turned to prayer and he received the strength he needed to fully 
surrender to God and to accept His will in his life. 


In all trouble, you should seek God. . . God can only relieve your 


troubles if you, in your anxiety, cling to Him. Trouble should not really 
be thought of as this incident or that in particular, for our whole life on 
earth involves trouble; and through the troubles of our earthly 
pilgrimage, we find God. 

-St. Augustine 


The mystery of Christ’s death and resurrection is the central mystery 
of the Catholic faith. It is the mystery to which we always have to look 
so that we will not forget the meaning of our life. . . If we honor St. Pio 
of Pietrelcina, it is because he confirms that the resurrection follows the 
painful moment of the Cross. This is our path toward holiness. 

— Father Aldo Brocatto 


CHAPTER 27 


EUBLIO CARDONE 


We met Eublio on the way to the canonization of Padre Pio. He was 
one of the pilgrims who traveled with us on the tour. Eublio has been a 
great promoter of Padre Pio for many years. It was a blessing for us to 
talk to him about his experience of meeting Padre Pio. 


Eublio Cardone was born in 1921 in Pietrelcina, Italy, Padre Pio’s 
hometown. Eublio’s parents, Vincenzo and Angelina, were close friends 
with Padre Pio’s parents, Giuseppa and Grazio Forgione, who lived just 
down the road from the Cardone family. 

When Eublio’s parents were getting married, Padre Pio’s mother, 
Giuseppa, gave them as a wedding present, the bed and pillow that had 
belonged to Padre Pio. By that time, he had moved from the family 
home and was living at the Capuchin monastery in San Giovanni 
Rotondo. Because of their great esteem for Padre Pio, the Cardones 
treasured their very special wedding gift. 

All through his young years, Eublio’s father and mother talked to 
him about young Francesco Forgione (Padre Pio) and his prayerful and 
penitential life. Eublio heard so much about Francesco that he almost 
felt like he knew him. 


When Eublio was just a boy, he became gravely ill with pneumonia. 
His doctor, Dr. Andrea Cardone, had also been Padre Pio’s doctor for 
many years. Dr. Cardone did his very best to help young Eublio but his 
condition continued to decline. He finally told Eublio’s mother, 
Angelina, to buy coffin and burial clothes, which she did. 

When Dr. Cardone visited Eublio again, his fever was so high that 
he told Angelina he did not expect him to last through the night. In 
desperation, Angelina knelt down in front of a picture of Padre Pio that 
was in her home and prayed, asking Padre Pio to intercede and save the 
life of her son. Eublio’s condition began to improve dramatically and in 
a short time, he was well. 

Everyone in Pietrelcina heard about Eublio’s miraculous recovery. 
The whole town was overjoyed. When Michael Forgione, Padre Pio’s 
brother, heard about Eublio’s miracle, he wanted to see him. He visited 
him and brought him a puppy to keep him company. In addition to 
knowing Padre Pio’s brother, Eublio also knew two of Padre Pio’s 
sisters. 

Angelina made a promise that someday she would travel to San 
Giovanni Rotondo and thank Padre Pio in person for her son’s healing. 
Sometime later she and Eublio were able to make the trip. When Eublio 
entered the monastery and walked into the sacristy, he saw Padre Pio for 
the first time. He realized at once that he was in the presence of a saint. 
Eublio was seven years old at the time. Padre Pio greeted him warmly 
and called him by his name. “You are Eublio,” he said. “How are you 
feeling now?” Eublio was surprised that Padre Pio knew his name for it 
was the first time they had ever met. 

Angelina and Eublio had a wonderful visit with Padre Pio. They 
shared memories of Pietrelcina and stories about Padre Pio’s parents and 
many of their mutual friends. The loyalty and love that Padre Pio felt for 
the citizens of his hometown never diminished. He used to say, “Send 
the people of Pietrelcina my regards and tell them all to be good 
Christians. I ask only one thing - do not let our town give a bad example 
to others.” 

Eublio moved to the United States in his youth and was not able to 


take Padre Pio’s bed with him. But he was able to take Padre Pio’s 
pillow. At the time Eublio shared his testimony with us, he had been 
sleeping on Padre Pio’s pillow each night for more than seventy-five 
years. 

Eublio has been a tireless worker with a project very close to his 
heart, the Padre Pio shrine, chapel, and monument in Landisville, New 
Jersey. Already, many graces have been reported by people who have 
visited the shrine. 


My prayer is that your love may more and more abound, so that you 
may learn to value the things that really matter, up to the very day of 
Christ. 

— Philippians 1:9-10 


The characteristic which stood out more than anything else in Padre 
Pio was continual prayer, which kept him uninterruptedly united to 
God. Prayer was his refuge, his weapon, his mysterious strength. 

— Father Carmelo of San Giovanni in Galdo 


CHAPTER 28 


ELLIE HUNT 


Ellie Hunt was one of the pilgrims who we met while traveling with 
the Padre Pio Foundation of America to the canonization of Padre Pio 
in Rome. We have remained friends with Ellie ever since. This is her 


Story: 


Padre Pio has been a part of Ellie Hunt’s family ever since she can 
remember. Ellie’s father, James Rummo as well as her maternal and 
paternal grandparents lived in Pietrelcina. It was a small and close-knit 
farming town where everybody knew everybody else. Francesco 
Forgione (Padre Pio) would eventually become Pietrelcina’s most 
famous citizen, although no one ever imagined it at the time. 

Ellie’s maternal grandmother, Anna Maria Scocco was the same age 
as Padre Pio and knew him as a child. Anna Maria’s family owned a 
farm in the countryside of Pietrelcina, an area called Piana Romana. 
Padre Pio’s family, the Forgiones, also had a small landholding in Piana 
Romana as well as a vineyard. As a youngster, Padre Pio tended the 
family’s sheep. 

Anna Maria recalled that Padre Pio was very pious as a young boy 
and always carried a devotional book with him. He was shy by nature 
and also very quiet. Anna Maria once asked him why he was always 
reading books. Instead of answering the question, he asked Anna Maria 


why she didn’t attend school. She told him that it was because her father 
wanted her to stay home and learn how to cook, clean and sew. At the 
time, education was not mandatory in southern Italy. 

Padre Pio’s health, which was never good, began to deteriorate after 
he moved to the Capuchin seminary in Morcone in order to study for the 
priesthood. Doctors were never able to successfully diagnose and treat 
the mysterious illnesses that continually wracked his body. The 
distressing symptoms of his ailments would come and go with no 
apparent reason. Because of his frail health, Padre Pio was forced to 
interrupt his studies and move back to the family home. 

For the better part of seven years, from 1909 until 1916, Padre Pio 
remained in Pietrelcina. He spent much of his time in prayer and 
solitude and did his best to regain his health. It was one of the few times 
of relative quiet and peace in his life. During this period, his prayer life 
grew in intensity. It is thought that the seven years he spent in his 
hometown were almost like an extended retreat, arranged by Divine 
Providence to prepare him spiritually for the great mission that was just 
up ahead. 

It was during the time of Padre Pio’s long convalescence in 
Pietrelcina that Ellie’s father James came in contact with him. James’ 
grandmother, Saveria, would send him with fresh eggs to deliver to 
Padre Pio. The hope was that the eggs would build up his strength. 
Everyone in the community knew of his illness and hoped for his 
recovery. Even in his youth, the townspeople held him in the highest 
esteem. 

It was very difficult to make a living in Pietrelcina and for that 
reason, Ellie’s father, grandparents, and other relatives eventually 
moved to New York. Once in New York, the men joined the 
“Pietrelcina Society,” which sent regular financial help to those who had 
stayed behind. Alfred, one of Ellie’s cousins, made yearly visits back to 
Pietrelcina all through the 1950’s. He noticed that St. Anne’s parish, 
where Padre Pio had been baptized, confirmed, and received his first 
Holy Communion, and later, where he celebrated Mass, was in a great 
state of disrepair. “Someday people from all over the world will be 


coming to our town,” Alfred said to his relatives in Pietrelcina. “They 
will want to see Padre Pio’s birthplace and the parish of his youth. The 
church must be kept clean at all times. It must be swept and dusted 
daily. It cannot be neglected like this!” he said emphatically. 

In the 1950’s, when Alfred spoke those words, Padre Pio was 
relatively unknown throughout the world. The tiny, impoverished town 
of Pietrelcina was even more unknown. It could barely be found on a 
map. Many of its residents had long since moved away. But Alfred was 
convinced that the saintly priest from Pietrelcina would one day become 
world-famous and that people would be interested in seeing his 
hometown. His words proved to be prophetic. Gradually people from all 
parts of the world began to learn about Padre Pio. Today, the pilgrims 
who annually visit the town of Padre Pio’s birth and pray in the church 
of St. Anne, number in the thousands. The increase in visitors has been 
so dramatic that it is difficult to accommodate the crowds. 

All through Ellie’s growing up years, she heard the family reminisce 
about Padre Pio but she was never very interested in the stories from the 


” 


“old country.” All that changed however due to an incident that 
happened in 1960, when Ellie was thirty-one years old. That was the 
year that her grandfather, Jack Crafa became gravely ill. Ellie and her 
parents lived close to his home in Flushing, New York and during his 
illness, the family stayed constantly by his side. 

When Jack fell into a coma, everyone knew that his end was near. 
One day while Ellie and her parents were at her grandfather’s bedside, a 
stranger knocked on the door. It was a Capuchin monk dressed in a dark 
brown habit. Ellie was surprised to see that he was wearing sandals 
without any socks for it happened to be a particularly cold day and there 
was still snow on the ground from the last winter storm. The monk said 
he had come to pray for her grandfather. 

Ellie was perplexed. There were not any Capuchin monks in 
residence at their parish in Flushing or in any other parish in the area for 
that matter. Ellie was also annoyed. The parish priest should have come 
to the house in her grandfather’s time of need rather than a complete 
stranger. But she was impressed by the kindness and compassion of the 


young religious. He went in the bedroom and blessed Jack Crafa. He 
told the family to pray the Rosary while sitting at Jack’s side and to pray 
the Hail Mary close to his ear. He had the sense that Jack was still able 
to hear. After the monk said that, Ellie was surprised to find that when 
she took her grandfather’s hand in hers, she felt a very slight response 
from him, a very slight squeeze from his hand. 

The young monk gave Ellie’s grandfather the Last Rites, and after 
blessing the family, he bid them goodbye. As he walked out the front 
door, Ellie’s father, James, observed that there was no car waiting for 
him outside. James watched him as he walked up the street until he 
disappeared in the darkness. It was that very night that Jack Crafa 
passed away. He had been in a coma for nine days. 

After the monk left, James became pale and appeared quite shaken. 
Ellie’s mother Lucy asked him for the reason. “Don’t you know who 
that was?” James replied. “It was Padre Pio. He came in bilocation to 
give the Last Rites to your father. He looked exactly like I remember 
him when I used to deliver eggs to him in Pietrelcina.” 

Ellie believed her father’s explanation and she was aware of Padre 
Pio’s gift of bilocation. Her grandfather, Jack Crafa had been one of 
Padre Pio’s spiritual sons from Pietrelcina. But Ellie was confused about 
one thing. The black and white photos she had seen of Padre Pio showed 
him as having very dark hair. This monk had sandy colored hair. Later, 
when Ellie read a biography of Padre Pio, the author described Padre 
Pio’s hair as a dark sandy color. It confirmed her own observation. 

Padre Pio had always said that the people of Pietrelcina held a very 
special place in his heart. Ellie’s mother had a cousin named Rose who 
was from Pietrelcina. Rose was very devoted to Padre Pio and she 
regularly sent packages to her aunt who lived in San Giovanni Rotondo. 
Rose heard that Padre Pio enjoyed American coffee and so she made 
sure that the packages always included coffee. Her aunt always took the 
coffee directly over to the monastery and asked the Capuchins to give it 
to Padre Pio. 

For many years Rose had longed to visit San Giovanni Rotondo and 
was finally able to make the trip. One afternoon, she was standing 


among a large crowd of people who were gathered outside the 
monastery waving to Padre Pio. He was standing at a window, waving a 
handkerchief in greeting to the crowd below. As he looked at the large 
gathering of people, he pointed out Rose to one of the Capuchins. The 
next thing she knew, one of the Capuchins approached her and told her 
that Padre Pio wanted to speak to her. 

Rose was escorted inside the monastery and asked to wait. After a 
while the Capuchin returned and apologized to Rose. He said that Padre 
Pio appreciated her thoughtfulness and had intended to come down and 
personally thank her for the coffee she had been sending to him but 
unfortunately, he was unable to do so. 

In that large crowd of people, Padre Pio picked out one of his fellow 
citizens of Pietrelcina to give a special word of thanks to. His love for 
the people of Pietrelcina was always very evident. He had no way of 
knowing that Rose was the one who was sending the coffee. He had 
never seen her before nor had she ever seen him. Padre Pio once said, 
“In my lifetime I have made San Giovanni Rotondo known but after my 
death I will make Pietrelcina known.” 


You think you know my love for you, but you don’t know that it is 
much greater than you can imagine. I follow you with my prayers, with 
my suffering, and with my tears. 

-St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


No matter what may happen, I feel at peace. May Jesus do with me 
what he wills. Just having his help is enough. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 29 
DANNY D’AGOSTO 


We visited Danny D’Agosto at the shrine he built in honor of Padre 
Pio beside Our Lady of Mount Carmel parish in Brooklyn, New York. 
Danny’s story follows: 


Growing up in Controne, Italy, Donato (Danny) D’Agosto had 
always heard talk about Padre Pio and had always wanted to visit him. 
However, Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo was a long 
distance from Controne and Danny never had enough money to make 
the trip. 

In 1954, when Danny was eighteen years old, he emigrated with his 
family to the United States. He took a bus to the boat that would take 
him to his new home. As the bus passed through the city of Pompeii, 
Danny noticed the beautiful church of Our Lady of Pompeii. Padre Pio 
had always been devoted to Our Lady of Pompeii. Danny thought of 
Padre Pio as he looked out the window of the bus at the church 
dedicated to the Madonna of Pompeii. At that moment Danny said a 
heartfelt prayer to God. He had not been able to fulfill his dream of 
meeting Padre Pio like he had wanted to. In his prayer, he made a 
promise to God that someday he would return to Italy and visit Padre 
Pio. Danny asked God to bless his desire and to help him to achieve it. 

Danny and his family settled in Brooklyn, New York. Almost five 
years later, when he was twenty-three years old, Danny had saved 


enough money to go to San Giovanni Rotondo. He managed to get a 
personal meeting with Padre Pio. Danny recalled: 


It was 5:00 a.m. when I arrived at the church. Padre Pio was 
greeting visitors in the sacristy of the church before Mass. I knelt 
down to kiss his hand and my heart was full of emotion. Padre 
Pio looked at me and said, “You kept your promise. You came to 
see me!” Padre Pio had never seen me before. He knew nothing 
about me. He had no way of knowing about the promise I had 
made to God four years earlier as I passed by the church of Our 
Lady of Pompeii. It still gives me the chills when I think about 
it. 


Danny had a desire to honor Padre Pio in a special way in Brooklyn, 
New York, where he has lived for all of his adult life. With the 
permission of the parish priest of Our Lady of Mount Carmel in 
Brooklyn, Danny purchased the property across the street from the 
church and built a shrine to Padre Pio. A large statue of Padre Pio sits 
behind a glass partition in an attractive alcove where many visitors 
come to pray. Pilgrims to the shrine have included two Bishops and one 
Cardinal. The shrine remains a work in progress. Danny was able to 
have the name of the street facing the shrine changed to “Padre Pio 
Way.” Mass is celebrated at the shrine on May 25, Padre Pio’s birthday, 
and on September 23, his feast day. “Padre Pio was like a light, like a 
bright and shining star,’ Danny said. “His holiness was tangible.” 


You ought to ask our Lord for just one thing, to love him. All the rest 
should be thanksgiving. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


Jesus, be the comfort, support, and recompense in time and in 
blessed eternity, not only for me, but also for all those souls which I love 
with paternal tenderness. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 30 


PASQUALE D’ ANDREA 


Recently, while interviewing a number of people in the New York 
area who had known Padre Pio, we learned about Pasquale D’Andrea. 
Pasquale, who currently lives in Bayside, New York had a beautiful 
story to share with us. 


Pasquale D’ Andrea grew up in Pietrelcina, Italy. His father, Cosimo 
owned a piece of land in Pietrelcina and the family earned their living 
by growing tobacco. One day Padre Pio approached Pasquale and said 
to him, “You do not go to Mass on Sunday, but you go to the town 
square.” Pasquale was shocked that Padre Pio knew that he did not 
attend Sunday Mass. He had never discussed it with anyone. He 
explained to Padre Pio that he had to spend his Sundays working in the 
fields to earn his living and support his family. But Pasquale knew in his 
heart that skipping Mass in order to work was a poor excuse and would 
never be condoned by Padre Pio. From that day forward, he never again 
missed attending Sunday Mass. 

Pasquale’s wife, Giovannina, like her husband, had the greatest 
respect for Padre Pio. On one occasion she had an important decision to 
make regarding a personal matter. She felt that she needed to seek 
advice from Padre Pio at once. She went to the church to speak to him, 
but realized that it would be impossible. On that particular day there was 


a continuous crowd of people around him. However, Padre Pio 
answered the questions in her heart in a unique way. At three different 
times that morning, he fixed his eyes on Giovannina. With a penetrating 
gaze and a serious expression on his face, he slowly moved his head 
from side to side, indicating “no.” Without saying a word, Padre Pio had 
given Giovannina the answer she needed. She felt completely satisfied. 

Before leaving Italy in 1955 to make his home in New York, 
Pasquale went to San Giovanni Rotondo to say good bye to Padre Pio 
and ask for his blessing. He always found Padre Pio to be both friendly 
and approachable. Padre Pio simply said to Pasquale, “There will be 
three days of storms on your journey, and after that smooth sailing!” 
Once again, his words proved true. 


Fill up the empty places in your heart with ardent love of God. 
Humble yourself more and more beneath God’s powerful hand and 
always accept cheerfully and humbly the trials he sends us, so that at 
the time of his visitation, he may raise us up by his grace. Let us cast all 
our cares upon him, for he is more concerned about us than a mother is 
for her little child. 


-St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


Prayer was the key to Padre Pio’s existence and the guarantee of his 
mission. Prayer was his daily activity. He also dedicated many hours of 
the night to prayer. It was the task which he felt was particularly his 
own and which drew upon him the attention of the whole world. At the 
altar, in his cell, or in the monastery garden, with his hands folded in 
prayer or holding his Rosary, his world was God — to be contemplated, 
to be praised, to be entreated, to be propitiated. More than anything 
else, his was a life of prayer, of uninterrupted conversation with God. 

— Father Fernando of Riese Pio X 


CHAPTER 31 


FATHER PIO FRANCESCO MANDATO 


We corresponded with Father Pio Mandato and were finally able to 
visit him in Long Island, New York. We listened with great interest as he 
shared his memories of Padre Pio with us. 


Father Pio Francesco Mandato, F.M.H.J., was born in Italy in 1956 
to Graziella and Andre Mandato. His family lived in Padre Pio’s 
hometown of Pietrelcina. Father Mandato’s family and extended family, 
including his great-grandfather, received many graces through the years 
from their spiritual father, Padre Pio. 

Once, Father Mandato’s grandmother, Maria De-Nunzio, asked a 
friend who was going to San Giovanni Rotondo to deliver a letter to 
Padre Pio for her. She fixed her friend a cup of espresso and had an 
enjoyable visit with him. Then he left for the monastery where he was 
fortunate to be able to see Padre Pio and speak to him. When it was time 
to say goodbye, Padre Pio surprised him by saying, “Aren’t you 
forgetting something?” “Not that I can think of,” Maria’s friend replied. 


“Not only did you enjoy a cup of coffee and a visit with Maria, but you 
promised her that you would give me the letter that is in your back 
pocket!” Padre Pio said to him. At once he remembered and quickly 
placed the letter in Padre Pio’s hands. 

In Pietrelcina, everyone called Padre Pio, IJ Monaco Santo, “the 
holy friar.” Everyone felt very proud that the “holy friar” was a fellow 
citizen of Pietrelcina. The people from  Pietrelcina were 
characteristically simple, devout, hardworking, and strong in their 
Catholic faith. Many people in the area were related or distantly related 
to each other. Pio Francesco’s mother was related to Padre Pio through 
her paternal grandmother. 

Padre Pio never forgot the town from which he had come. He once 
said that he remembered Pietrelcina, “stone by stone.” Pietrelcina has 
been described poetically as the “little town that looks like a Christmas 
crib, with its silence broken only by the bleating of sheep and goats.” 

During World War II, the people of Pietrelcina became very anxious 
about their safety. “Do not worry,” Padre Pio said. “Pietrelcina will be 
protected.” History bears out the truth of his statement. Padre Pio wrote 
a letter to his brother Michael and said, “Pietrelcina is totally in my 
heart.” Regarding his spiritual life, he once said, “Everything happened 
in Pietrelcina. Jesus was there.” How fitting that today Padre Pio is 
formally known as St. Pio of Pietrelcina. 

Once, Paris DeNunzio, Pio Francesco’s grandfather, made a trip 
from Pietrelcina to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. The road 
that led up to the monastery was steep and very dangerous. Paris’ 
companion, who was driving, fell asleep at the wheel and the car 
swerved and veered off the road. Paris was gripped with fear and prayed 
with great intensity, “Padre Pio, help us!” At the last moment, his friend 
was able to gain control of the car. When they arrived at the monastery, 
Paris told Padre Pio about the near accident. “And were you frightened, 
Paris?” Padre Pio asked. “Yes, I was frightened!” Paris replied. “Well, 
don’t you know who was driving?” Padre Pio asked. Paris asked him 
what he meant. “I was driving the car,” said Padre Pio, “and you all 
arrived safely!” 


Paris used to pray daily to Padre Pio, recommending to him his wife, 
his daughter, his son and other family members. On one occasion, he 
asked Padre Pio to pray for his family and he started to name them one 
by one. “You do not need to tell me their names. I hear their names 
every day in your prayers!” Padre Pio said. 

Another time, Paris was experiencing pain in his chest and was 
worried that perhaps he had heart trouble. He complained to Padre Pio 
about it and Padre Pio replied that there was nothing wrong with his 
heart. “Of course there is something wrong,” Paris said. “If there wasn’t 
something wrong, I would not be in so much pain.” Padre Pio told him 
to stop talking about it. “If you don’t stop, I will give you a punch,” 
Padre Pio said. He then gave Paris a light punch on his chest. From that 
moment on, he never experienced another pain in his chest. 

Pio Francesco’s mother, Graziella, was just ten years old when her 
father, Paris, took her to the monastery of Our Lady of Grace for the 
first time. When Graziella and Paris arrived, they found Padre Pio inside 
the church surrounded by a large group of people. Being small, 
Graziella was unable to get close to him. She could only see the top of 
his head. When Padre Pio saw Graziella, he extended his arm over the 
people, and allowed her to kiss his hand. Even though she was just a 
little girl, Padre Pio’s eyes made a profound impression on her. 

Graziella and her family were to make many trips to the monastery 
of Our Lady of Grace to see their spiritual father. In 1946, a few days 
before Christmas, Graziella and her brother visited Padre Pio. He 
blessed Graziella by placing his hands on her head. Then in his paternal 
way, he gave her a fatherly embrace. At once, she became aware of the 
beautiful scent of roses. She had the impression that the fragrance was 
coming from the wound of the stigmata that was near Padre Pio’s heart. 

As time passed, Graziella eventually met a young man that she liked 
very much. She told Padre Pio she had met a man that she was thinking 
of marrying and asked for his advice. “Don’t do it. He is not for you. 
You don’t know what kind of coat he wears,” Padre Pio said to her. She 
and her father did a little research and found out that the man was a 
Communist. When she mentioned a second suitor, the answer was again 


a firm “no.” When she finally named a third man, Andre Mandato, Padre 
Pio said, “The angel of God has passed. Marry him with the blessing of 
God.” Graziella married Andre in 1955. 

On one occasion, Graziella had a tremendous desire to speak to 
Padre Pio. Generally, the only way a person could speak to him was by 
making their confession to him. However, Graziella did not want to wait 
that long. She gathered up the courage to approach the confessional 
without a ticket. The woman at the front of the line told her she could go 
ahead of her. Just as she stepped into the confessional, Padre Pellegrino, 
Padre Pio’s assistant, whose job it was to check tickets, told Padre Pio 
that Graziella had just entered without a reservation. 

Graziella was permitted to make her confession regardless and she 
told her spiritual father that she and her husband were expecting their 
first child. “You will have a son,” he said. “Name him Pio Francesco.” 
When her baby boy arrived on July 6, 1956, she was delighted that he 
shared not only Padre Pio’s baptismal name, Francesco, but also his 
name in religion, Pio. Padre Pio sent his blessing as well as a medal with 
the Blessed Virgin on one side and St. Michael the Archangel on the 
other. 

Pio Francesco Mandato was four years old when his grandfather, 
Paris, took him for the first time to see Padre Pio in his cell. Padre Pio 
blessed little Pio Francesco and embraced him. Little Pio came just up 
to the middle of Padre Pio’s waist. Afterward, he told his mother, 
“Padre Pio has perfume on his tummy.” Graziella explained to her son 
that Padre Pio did not wear perfume. The fragrance was a spiritual gift 
that the Lord had given him, one among many gifts. 

Paris took little Pio Francesco with him a number of times to the 
monastery to visit Padre Pio. The men were allowed to go into a 
gathering area and converse with Padre Pio. Women were not allowed 
inside the monastery. Pio Francesco still remembers what joyful 
occasions the visits were for all concerned. In the presence of a number 
of Capuchins and laymen, Padre Pio enjoyed the fellowship and he 
especially loved to make his friends laugh. 

Seven-year-old Pio Francesco and his younger brother Vincent 


received their first Holy Communion from Padre Pio on October 3, 
1964, on the Feast of the Transitus of Saint Francis of Assisi (the 
commemoration of the death of Saint Francis of Assisi). Afterward, 
Padre Pio said to the young boys, “I pray that your last Holy 
Communion will be even more beautiful than your first.” 

The Mandato family emigrated to the United States in 1964 and 
settled in New Jersey. Naturally, they missed Padre Pio immensely. 
Father Alessio Parente, Padre Pio’s secretary, relayed a message to 
Graziella from Padre Pio. He said, “Tell Graziella that I always have her 
present in my prayers and I am united to her whole family.” 

On September 22, 1968, Graziella had a vivid dream of Padre Pio. “I 
come to say goodbye to you,” he said. In her dream she said to him, 
“Don’t leave,” and he replied, “The Lord is calling me.” The next day 
Graziella learned that Padre Pio had passed away in the early morning 
hours. 

Pio Francesco Mandato was ordained to the priesthood in Hoboken, 
New Jersey in 1985. He and his family made a trip to Italy so that he 
could celebrate his first Mass at the Madonna Della Libera (Our Lady of 
Liberty) altar at the parish church in Pietrelcina. It was the very same 
church and altar where Padre Pio had celebrated his first Mass on 
August 14, 1910. 

Today, Father Pio Francesco Mandato, F.M.H.J., belongs to the 
Franciscan Missionary Hermits of St. Joseph and lives in Eastern 
Pennsylvania. He continues to live out his priestly vocation in the spirit 
of St. Francis of Assisi. He feels that Padre Pio is still guiding him and 
helping him on his spiritual journey. “More than anything else, I 
remember Padre Pio as a very loving man, like a loving father,” Father 
Pio Francesco said. The words that Padre Pio said to his mother so many 
years before remain a consolation to him, “Tell Graziella that I always 
have her present in my prayers and I am united to her whole family.” 
Father Pio Francesco Mandato continues to carry on the work of the 
Lord. 


O Lord, you alone are my hope. I have trusted you, O Lord, from 


childhood. 
— Psalm 71:5 


For the feast of the Infant Jesus, my wish for you is that your heart 
may be his cradle adorned with flowers, where he can rest without the 
slightest discomfort. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 32 


THE REALI FAMILY 


We visited the Reali family at their home on Long Island, in New 
York. Toni, Mario, Michael and Lisa Reali spent the evening telling us 
the amazing story that follows: 


Antoinette (Toni) Masone Reali was born in Padre Pio’s hometown 
of Pietrelcina. Many of Toni’s relatives and friends were well 
acquainted with Padre Pio. Her mother, Maddalena Masone and her 
Aunt Lucia (Lucia Jadanza) were very devoted to Padre Pio. Toni had 
the grace to receive her first Holy Communion from the hands of Padre 
Pio. Toni’s Aunt Lucia, a highly-favored soul, was the sister of Toni’s 
mother, Maddalena. A devout spiritual daughter of Padre Pio, Lucia’s 
reputation of holiness was well known in Pietrelcina. She was held in 
great esteem among the townspeople. 

Lucia Jadanza never married. As a young woman she _ had 
consecrated her life completely to the service of God. Her home in 
Pietrelcina was very close to the home of Padre Pio’s family, the 
Forgiones. Near her home was the well that Padre Pio used to drink 
from as a youth. Lucia lived just a few doors down from Our Lady of 
the Angels parish and Padre Pio passed by Lucia’s home every day on 
his way to Mass. The Jadanza’s had a farmhouse in Piana Romana that 
was next to the farmhouse of Padre Pio’s family. It was in Piana 


Romana that Padre Pio received the invisible stigmata in 1910. Eight 
years later, while praying before a crucifix in the monastery church of 
Our Lady of Grace, the wounds of the stigmata on Padre Pio’s body 
became visible and permanent. 

Father Salvatore Pannullo was the parish priest in Pietrelcina. He 
was also the uncle of Toni’s schoolteacher, Graziella Pannullo. He used 
to unlock the church for Padre Pio so that he could go inside and pray in 
solitude. After his ordination to the priesthood, Padre Pio assisted Father 
Pannullo at the parish and the two became close friends. 

When Padre Pio was transferred to the monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace in San Giovanni Rotondo, he lived on in the memory of the local 
people of Pietrelcina. Many of the residents of Pietrelcina saved their 
money in order to make the trip to San Giovanni Rotondo and attend 
Padre Pio’s Mass. At that time, the road from Pietrelcina to San 
Giovanni Rotondo was very difficult to travel, but the people did not 
mind the inconveniences or the hardships. Toni made the trip to visit 
Padre Pio every month, either with her mother or with her Aunt Lucia. 

Aunt Lucia would often stay for long periods of time in San 
Giovanni Rotondo in order to be close to Padre Pio. She used to cook 
his favorite vegetable, broccoli rabe, and take it to him at the monastery. 
In San Giovanni Rotondo, she continued to live a life of prayer, service, 
and sacrifice, happy to be close to her spiritual father. 

It was a well-known fact that every year Padre Pio looked forward to 
the holy feast of Christmas with great joy and anticipation. As a child, 
he loved to sculpture little clay figures of Joseph, Mary and the Infant 
Jesus in the manger. Throughout his life, he had a tender devotion to the 
Nativity of the Lord. Long before Christmas, if anyone asked Padre Pio 
how many days there were until the feast, he could always answer 
immediately and with accuracy. He counted the days until Christmas 
with a childlike expectancy. He loved the Christmas Carols, the special 
devotions, the beautiful gold vestments, the Nativity scenes, and all of 
the preparations. He once wrote, “All the feasts of the Church are 
beautiful. Easter, yes, is glorification, but Christmas has a gentleness, a 
childlike tenderness, that captures my heart.” Being with Padre Pio at 


Christmas time captured the hearts of many of his spiritual children as 
well. 

No one who had the good fortune to attend the Christmas midnight 
Mass that Padre Pio celebrated could ever forget it. As the Mass began, 
Padre Pio became profoundly recollected in prayer. Some noticed a kind 
of spiritual light that seemed to surround him. His face was beautiful, 
marked by an expression of wonder and deep joy. 

Traditionally, during the Christmas Mass, Padre Pio would carry a 
statue of the Baby Jesus in procession, from the choir loft of the church 
through the cloister of the monastery, and down the corridors and halls. 
In the darkened church, the friars held candles and sang hymns of 
praise. Padre Pio finally made his way to the altar, and from the altar to 
the Christmas crib where he placed the little image of Jesus. Softly 
glowing candles illuminated the rustic 16th century church of Our Lady 
of Grace and added to the beauty and solemnity of the holy celebration. 

At Our Lady of Grace, the Baby Jesus would remain in the crib 
throughout the octave of Christmas. Padre Pio had the crib placed where 
he could see it from the confessional and he would often gaze lovingly 
at the Infant. He once wrote to one of his spiritual children, “Stay very 
close to the crib of this most beautiful Child.” 

On December 24, 1922, Aunt Lucia Iadanza was to witness a 
Christmas Eve in San Giovanni Rotondo like none before. She arrived 
early to attend Padre Pio’s midnight Mass and on that particular night, 
the church was so cold that the Capuchins brought a stove into the 
sacristy hoping to take the chill off. Lucia along with three other 
women, sat beside the stove to warm themselves. Lucia’s three 
companions soon fell asleep but Lucia remained awake and was praying 
the Rosary. When Padre Pio came down the stairs that led to the 
sacristy, Lucia saw that he was holding a baby in his arms. It was not 
the little statue that was used each year at the Christmas Mass. It was the 
real Infant Jesus, a baby very much alive. A halo of light encircled the 
Infant and Padre Pio’s face was shining with a beautiful radiance. Lucia 
stared wide-eyed in astonishment. It was then that Padre Pio noticed that 
she was staring at him. As he walked toward her, the halo of golden 


light and the Infant Jesus suddenly disappeared. So too did the radiance 
on Padre Pio’s face. 

Padre Pio asked Lucia what she had seen. “I saw you holding the 
Baby Jesus surrounded by a halo of light,” she said. “Lucia, you must 
never tell anyone what you saw. Do you understand? Never!” Padre Pio 
said to her. It was always his desire to keep the many graces that God 
had given him hidden from others. He rarely ever spoke about himself 
and if he did, it was usually with great reluctance. 

Lucia Iadanza was not the only person to have the blessed 
experience of seeing Padre Pio with the Christ Child. Father Raffaele of 
Sant’ Elia a Pianisi was also privileged to be a witness to the same. 
Father Raffaele was the superior of the monastery of Our Lady of Grace 
in San Giovanni Rotondo from 1928 to 1941. Altogether, he lived with 
Padre Pio for forty years. 

In September 1919, while Raffaele was preparing for ordination to 
the priesthood, he had obtained permission to spend four days in San 
Giovanni Rotondo. He was able to make his confession to Padre Pio, 
who welcomed him with great love and told him that he would always 
assist him in his spiritual life. Raffaele was given a cell in the monastery 
right next to the cell that belonged to Padre Pio. One night Raffaele 
found that he could not get to sleep. At midnight, he finally decided to 
get up. When he opened the door of his cell, he saw Padre Pio walking 
down the hall very slowly, immersed in prayer. His face was suffused 
with a beautiful light. In his arms was the Child Jesus. As was the 
experience of Lucia Iadanza, Raffaele saw that he was not holding a 
statue or an image, but a real baby. Padre Pio did not notice that 
Raffaele was standing in the doorway staring at him. This occurred on 
September 20, 1919. Raffaele later learned that September 20, 1919 was 
the one-year anniversary of Padre Pio’s stigmata. 

When Toni Masone moved to the United States with her family and 
settled in New York, she took her precious memories of Padre Pio, her 
Aunt Lucia, and the good people of Pietrelcina with her. It was in New 
York that she met Mario Reali and married. Soon they had two beautiful 
children. Both of the births were very difficult. After her second child 


was born, because of complications, it took Toni more than seven 
months under a doctor’s care to recuperate. The doctor talked to Toni 
and Mario and explained to them that they should never have any more 
children. Toni would not be able to survive it. 

When Toni found she was pregnant for a third time, her doctor 
explained to her the harsh reality of her situation and the danger she was 
in. Toni was filled with fear. Uppermost in her mind were her two little 
ones. She wanted to live at all costs and could not bear the idea of 
leaving her children without a mother. However, when she felt the first 
movements of the new life within her, she knew she would go forward 
with the pregnancy. She would have to completely trust in God and let 
His will be done. 

All of Toni and Mario’s relatives and friends in Pietrelcina were 
notified about the gravity of her situation and were praying for a safe 
delivery for Toni. When the doctor set the date for the Caesarian 
delivery, Toni’s mother, Maddalena wrote to Aunt Lucia, asking for 
special prayers on that day. The family trusted in the efficacy of Aunt 
Lucia’s prayers. There had been many proofs through the years. 

On February 12, 1953, the day that the doctor set for the birth, 
Toni’s family and friends in Pietrelcina, including her grammar school 
teacher, Graziella Pannullo, and her Aunt Lucia, traveled to San 
Giovanni Rotondo to pray and to ask Padre Pio for his intercession. It 
took three hours to make the difficult journey. 

Padre Pio happened to be in the balcony of the church praying when 
he saw the family and friends of Toni Reali gathered together in the 
church below. “What are you doing?” Padre Pio asked. “We are praying 
for Toni Reali,” they answered. “You must go home now. It is late and 
it is getting dark outside. The Rosary beads are working!” Padre Pio 
exclaimed. “But we can’t go home,” they answered. “Toni’s life is in 
danger. The new baby is supposed to arrive today. The doctors do not 
think Toni will survive it.” Padre Pio answered them, “Go home now 
because everything is all right. Toni has already had her baby. It is a 
boy. His name is Michael.” Aunt Lucia was so surprised by his 
statement that she said to him, “Are you sure?’ He answered her, “Yes, 


I am sure. I am telling you the truth. I was there.” Realizing that he had 
said too much, Padre Pio seemed to regret his words. But the words had 
slipped out and it was too late to retract them. He would not say any 
more about it. 

It was not long before Toni and Mario’s family and friends learned 
that what Padre Pio had told them was indeed true. There at Kew 
Gardens Hospital in Forest Hills, New York, Toni had a beautiful and 
healthy son whom she named Michael. It was a name especially dear to 
Padre Pio as he had a great devotion to St. Michael the Archangel. Toni 
knew that the prayers of her loved ones and Padre Pio had saved her. 
But it was only when she learned what had transpired in the operating 
room that she realized to what extent she had been helped. 

The surgeon who assisted that day told Toni’s doctor that he had an 
experience in the operating room unlike any other in all his years of 
medical practice. As he was about to make the incision in Toni’s 
abdomen to take the baby by Caesarian delivery, he felt what seemed 
like “invisible hands” guiding his own. Those “invisible hands” seemed 
to move and direct his hands and he had no choice but to follow. It 
almost seemed as though someone else was performing the surgery. The 
area where he was guided to make the incision turned out to be perfect. 
The whole procedure had been flawless. It could not have gone 
smoother. The baby was healthy and Toni’s recuperation too was very 
fast. 

When little Michael Reali was just a toddler, he contracted 
tuberculosis. Under his doctor’s care, his condition did not improve but 
grew steadily worse. Toni was so worried about little Michael’s 
declining health that she decided to take him to San Giovanni Rotondo 
to see Padre Pio. At the monastery of Our Lady of Grace, Toni waited 
near the sacristy of the church, hoping to speak to Padre Pio about her 
son. Aunt Lucia was there beside her, holding little Michael in her arms. 
Just as she passed him to one of the Capuchins to hold, Padre Pio 
walked into the hallway. He looked at Michael and said, “So this is the 
famous little Michael that everyone in talking about!” He then placed 
his hand momentarily on Michael’s chest. When the family returned to 


the United States, x-ray tests revealed that the tuberculosis had vanished 
as well as the tear that had previously been in Michael’s lung. He was 
never troubled again by the disease. Mario, Toni’s husband, who had 
not been convinced of Padre Pio’s authenticity, became a believer after 
his son was healed. 

After the cure of little Michael, the family visited San Giovanni 
Rotondo almost every year until Padre Pio’s death in 1968. In 
thanksgiving for the many blessings they received, they were 
instrumental in the construction of the Way of the Rosary which was 
built on the road that leads from Pietrelcina to Piana Romana. It was the 
road that Padre Pio used to walk when he went to his family’s 
farmhouse. The Reali family also helped in the restoration of two 
churches in Pietrelcina, both of which Padre Pio attended in his youth - 
the church of Our Lady of the Angels and the church of St. Anne, where 
Padre Pio was baptized and received his first Holy Communion. Mario, 
Toni, Michael and his wife Lisa have also been active members of the 
Padre Pio prayer group in New York as well as in Florida. They treasure 
their faith, their beautiful family, and their abundant blessings. They are 
well aware that many of those blessings have come to them through the 
hands of Padre Pio. His presence and his love have remained with the 
Reali family through these many years. 


I turned every way, but there was no one to help me. I looked for one 
to sustain me, but could find no one. But then I remembered the mercies 
of the Lord, his kindness through ages past; for he saves those who take 
refuge in him, and rescues them from every evil. 

— Sirach 51:7-8 


All who knew Padre Pio, remember him in an attitude of intimate 
union with God. 
— Father Eusebio Notte 


CHAPTER 33 


THE PEOPLE OF PIETRELCINA 


Through the years, we have met a number of Padre Pio’s spiritual 
children whose families were from Pietrelcina. Among them are Eublio 
Cardone, Ellie Hunt, Pasquale D’Andrea, Father Pio Mandato, and the 
Reali family, whose testimonies appear in this book. When the Cause for 
Padre Pio’s sainthood was in process, a number of his spiritual children 
from Pietrelcina wrote and signed a statement regarding their memories 
of him. The following declaration was signed by thirty-six people who 
had known Padre Pio personally. 


“We, the undersigned, all of us adults born in Pietrelcina (Province 
of Benevento) and having lived there up to 1918-1925, during which 
period we emigrated to the United States of America, testify that we 
knew Padre Pio when we were children, through contact with the 
Forgione family and with Padre Pio himself whose name was 
Francesco, and through our having received private lessons from him at 
primary school level. 

A number of us knew him before he was ordained to the priesthood 
and later as a priest during the years he spent in Pietrelcina for health 
reasons. At that time, Padre Pio was very young, very handsome and led 
a most holy life. He was known to the people of our town as “our little 
saint.” Padre Pio was a young friar devoted to prayer in church, at home 
and beneath a fig tree near his family’s farmhouse at Piana Romana, 


where he loved to withdraw to meditate in solitude. 

He was of meek and amiable character, always considerate and kind 
toward others. He helped the parish priest, Don Salvatore Pannullo, in 
the priestly ministry, visiting and administering the sacraments to the 
sick and imparting religious instruction to the children. He said Mass 
with quite particular recollection and fervor, which distinguished him 
from the other priests. 

When he passed through the streets of the town, he was dignified, 
modest and mortified, walking with lowered eyes. In dealing with 
women of any age, even with young girls, he never looked them full in 
the face. If they approached him to kiss his hand, to greet him or to ask 
for advice or a blessing, he kept his gaze fixed on the ground. 

His purity was indescribable so that he seemed like an angel. He did 
not tolerate ambiguous, vulgar, improper or immoral conversations or 
behavior. He reminded all that they must not offend God by suggestive 
remarks, obscene expressions or by swearing. He was loved and 
respected by all. 

Every day, after he had said Mass, he walked to Piana Romana. On 
his way, he recited the breviary or the Rosary. He greeted and answered 
courteously all those he met. One day, on the little bridge he had to 
cross, he beheld the devil in horrible form waiting there in a threatening 
attitude to attack him and throw him into the ravine. Padre Pio hesitated 
fearfully for a moment, but soon pulled himself together, made the sign 
of the cross and put the devil to flight. Piana Romana was Padre Pio’s 
favorite spot where he gave himself up to prayer and meditation and 
where he began to suffer the pain of the invisible stigmata. 

He was most humble and charitable. If others sometimes offended 
him, he did not return the offense. He never reacted by answering them 
or defending himself but showed real affection for the person who had 
offended him. 

He suffered in silence and gladly, and he never revealed to others his 
physical and moral sufferings or his mysterious ailments. All of the 
people of Pietrelcina loved him, for they caught a glimpse of his 
holiness when they observed his great virtue, especially his modesty and 


purity, his gentleness and humility, his charity, his submission to his 
superiors and to the parish priest. When he was obliged by obedience to 
leave Pietrelcina and return to community life, the people were filled 
with grief and mourned the loss of their “little saint.” 

We natives of Pietrelcina, residents in America for many years, who 
had the good fortune to know Padre Pio personally and at close quarters, 
consider it our duty to offer this sincere testimony which may prove 
useful in the Cause for the Beatification of our dear Padre Pio.” 


New York, August 7, 1977 
Feast of Our Lady Liberatrix 


People would do anything to see Padre Pio, to approach him, 
perhaps to say only one word to him. There was not an ounce of his 
body which did not arouse a kind of mystic veneration and also a sacred 
awe. Every expression of his, every gesture, every movement, seemed 
steeped in mystery. Even the clothes he wore seemed to have something 
of a mysterious significance. He was wholly sacred and he lived totally 
in God. 

— Gherardo Leone 


For more than fifty years, Padre Pio has suffered mysteriously in 
body and spirit, with that silence and that acceptance of the will of God, 
which reminds one of the attitude of Jesus in the days of the Passion. 
The salvation of many souls and the conversion of many sinners was 
paid for by Padre Pio, in his own person, through suffering. 

— Bishop Angelo Criscito 


CHAPTER 34 


THE CLERGY REMEMBERS PADRE PIO 


We visited Father Richard Hopkins at Our Mother of Confidence 
parish in San Diego where he has served for many years. The following 
is his story: 


In 1954, I was in Rome attending the canonization of St. Pius X. A 
priest in Rome invited me to go to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre 
Pio. Although I knew little about Padre Pio, I agreed to go. We arrived 
at the friary for the weekday morning Mass which was held in the old 
church of Our Lady of Grace. There were only about fifteen people 
present and Padre Pio celebrated his Mass at the side altar of St. Francis 
of Assisi. We gathered at the side altar and stood for the entire Mass. I 
stood right beside Padre Pio. 

Watching Padre Pio celebrate Mass and his profound participation in 
Christ’s Passion as I observed, was very impressive. Padre Pio’s bearing 
was serious and solemn. Four or five times during the Holy Sacrifice he 
stopped abruptly and remained completely still and silent with his eyes 
closed. During those long pauses, I observed that he was in ecstasy. 

I noticed that when Padre Pio genuflected during the Mass, it was 
very difficult for him to get back up to a standing position. It reminded 


me of Jesus bowed down under the cross. Even though there was no 
homily and no singing, the Mass was long. Afterward, I was able to 
greet Padre Pio and we spoke together in Latin. His manner was cordial 
yet serious and reserved. He seemed spiritually centered in Christ even 
as we conversed. 

Being present at Padre Pio’s Mass gave me a renewed appreciation 
for the Holy Sacrifice and for my own vocation as a priest. I have never 
forgotten it. 


Father Joseph Anthony shared a close friendship with Padre Pio. 
Five years older than Padre Pio, he lived side by side with him at the 
monastery of Our Lady of Grace for four years. When Father Joseph 
Anthony was transferred to the monastery of St. Anne in Foggia, his 
health began to decline. On December 30, 1936, Padre Pio received the 
news that Father Joseph Anthony was gravely ill. His condition had 
grown steadily worse and he was close to death. 

Padre Pio’s prayers were requested. He lifted up his prayers to 
Heaven, begging God to come to the aide of his friend. Although Padre 
Pio did not know it, Father Joseph Anthony had passed away that very 
night. While Padre Pio was praying, he suddenly heard a knock at his 
door. When he opened the door, to his great surprise, there stood Father 
Joseph Anthony. “What are you doing here?’ Padre Pio asked him. “I 
was told that you were in a great deal of pain and were gravely ill. I 
have been praying for you.” “I am well,” Father Joseph Anthony said. 
“All my pains have gone away and I have come to thank you for your 
prayers.” Saying that, he vanished. It was then that Padre Pio understood 
that his friend had already passed away. 

When Padre Pio told the Capuchins about his experience, Father 
Raffaele suggested to him that he was probably dreaming. Padre Pio 
explained that it was not a dream. He was wide-awake and Father 
Joseph Anthony had appeared at his door in flesh and blood. The friary 
records stated that Father Joseph Anthony had passed away at 2:00 a.m. 


That was the same time that he had visited Padre Pio. 


Father Bernardo d’Alpicella had contracted malaria one summer, 
and even though he was receiving very good medical care, there was no 
improvement in his condition. Every two days, his fever would return. 
His doctor told him that it would be a good idea for him to have a 
change of climate. Perhaps his health would benefit from the change. 
Acting upon his doctor’s advice, Father Bernardo decided to make a 
visit to San Giovanni Rotondo. However, his condition showed no 
improvement and his fever persisted. One evening, Father Bernardo was 
in the monastery dining room with the friars and Padre Pio. He said, 
“Padre Pio, will you give me a blessing? I mean one of those strong 
ones!” The moment that Padre Pio blessed him, the fever disappeared. 


Father Mariano Paladino, one of the Capuchins in San Giovanni 
Rotondo, was approached on one occasion by a young man from the 
northern part of Italy. The young man confided to Father Mariano, the 
many burdens that were in his heart. He was going through a 
particularly difficult religious crisis at the time and many other problems 
were weighing on him. After listening, Father Mariano suggested to the 
young man that he speak to Padre Pio. 

Acting upon the advice, one day the young man went to confession 
to Padre Pio. Before he could utter even one word, Padre Pio said to 
him, “I want you to answer either yes or no to the questions that I ask 
you. Only that, and no more.” Padre Pio then began an examination of 
conscience. One by one, he named a list of serious sins, inquiring as to 
whether the young man had committed them or not. Much to his 
embarrassment, the young man had to answer yes to every sin that Padre 
Pio had named. To add to the humiliating experience, Padre Pio then 


told him that he should leave the confessional. The young man was 
devastated and began to cry. He continued to cry for the next three days. 

However, something impelled the young man to return to the 
monastery. He managed to position himself at a place where Padre Pio 
was passing by. As he was standing there, he perceived a wonderful 
fragrance of perfume. The young man assumed that Padre Pio was 
wearing after-shave cologne. 

When he went back to his hotel, he saw a photograph of Padre Pio 
on the wall. The penetrating gaze of Padre Pio’s eyes was so intense that 
the young man tightly closed his own eyes. When he opened them, the 
photo had disappeared. He asked one of the employees at the hotel 
about the picture and was informed that there had never been a picture 
of Padre Pio hanging on the wall. The young man then realized that 
Padre Pio had been calling to him through these very unusual events. He 
decided to go back to the monastery and visit Padre Pio once again. For 
the second time, he made his confession to Padre Pio and he asked him 
for advice regarding his vocation in life. The young man was then able 
to act on the desire in his heart. He applied to the seminary and was 
accepted and eventually became a Catholic priest. 


Padre Pio had a great love for the religious habit. He lived in the 
time when the Capuchins had a habit they wore in the daytime and a 
night habit which they wore to bed. When Padre Pio became ill, the 
superior of the monastery did not want him to wear his habit at night. 
However, Padre Pio was not in favor of any change in this regard. Only 
a direct order could convince him of it. Finally, the superior gave Padre 
Pio a dispensation from wearing the habit to bed, in favor of pajamas. 
Padre Pio started crying upon receiving the news. On the night that he 
died, September 23, 1968, knowing that his end was at hand, he went 
and put on his habit. He wanted to give his soul back to God, wearing 
his religious habit. 


One time when Padre Pio was hearing confessions in the sacristy of 
the church, he kept looking intently toward one particular man who was 
in the confessional line. The man noticed it and began to feel very 
uncomfortable. He moved to another place and tried to remain 
inconspicuous, but Padre Pio’s penetrating eyes still followed him 
wherever he went. All of the people nearby noticed it as well and were 
quite curious as to why Padre Pio was staring at the man. Finally, Padre 
Pio motioned for the man to come over to him. The man thought there 
was some mistake and so he did not move. One of the men who was 
standing nearby told him, “Padre Pio is calling you. You must go to 
him.” 

Although nervous, the man approached Padre Pio’s confessional. In 
a soft voice, just above a whisper, Padre Pio said to him, “Father, go and 
put on your habit then come back and I will hear your confession.” The 
man was a Dominican priest. He had come to San Giovanni Rotondo 
because he had heard much talk about Padre Pio. It seems the opinion 
was divided. Many believed that Padre Pio was truly a man of God but 
others were skeptical. The man wanted to find out for himself the truth 
about Padre Pio. Because he was not wearing his habit, he was certain 
that Padre Pio would never guess that he was a priest. His experience 
convinced him that Padre Pio was truly authentic. 


Padre Pio had a great, lifelong esteem for the missionary vocation. 
Even before he was ordained, Padre Pio had thought about becoming a 
missionary. After he became a priest, he approached his superiors and 
requested that he be sent to serve in the Capuchin missions in India, but 
his superiors did not grant him permission. 

On February 17, 1921, Padre Pio wrote a letter to the Capuchin 
missionary, Angelo Poli, the Bishop of Allahabad, India. He asked 
Bishop Poli to pray regarding his fervent desire to become a missionary. 


Padre Pio wrote, “May you also recommend this affair to Jesus and tell 
him that if he wishes me to be among his missionaries, let him dispose 
my superior’s will accordingly. And meanwhile, since it is not yet 
conceded to me to be in reality, one of his missionaries, I will do my 
best to be a missionary in spirit.” In another letter to Bishop Poli, Padre 
Pio wrote, “How much I desire and how content I would be if I also 
could find myself there so as to offer my poor work for the spreading of 
the faith.” 

However, Divine Providence had other designs for Padre Pio and 
serving in the foreign missions was not a part of God’s plan for his life. 
One is reminded of the French Carmelite nun, St. Therese of Lisieux. 
Padre Pio had a devotion to St. Therese and had read her autobiography, 
The Story of a Soul. She too expressed a desire to be sent to the foreign 
missions but it was not to be. As a cloistered Carmelite nun, Therese’s 
vocation was a call to prayer within the convent walls. 

Padre Pio wanted above all things, to live and to act according to 
God’s will. Without leaving the monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo, he 
carried out an immensely fruitful apostolate and helped countless souls. 
Instead of going out to the world, as in the ordinary missionary sense, 
the world came to him. The poor and obscure monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace became the destination of thousands who were seeking a deeper 
spiritual meaning in their lives. For more than fifty years, Padre Pio 
exercised his priestly ministry in a true missionary spirit. 


As a young priest I once escorted a bus full of pilgrims to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. The highlight of the trip was that everyone would 
get to go to confession to Padre Pio. During the long bus ride, I was 
visiting with the people and even cracking a few jokes. Once we got to 
the monastery, we were given a tour. We even got to see Padre Pio’s 
cell. In his very simple room, I noticed on a dresser, a pair of his famous 
gloves with the fingers cut off. These were worn to conceal his stigmata. 
I remembered looking at the gloves and thinking to myself, “I'd really 


like to have those gloves!” 

Later that day when it was time for my confession, I was shocked 
when Padre Pio began to chastise me for telling jokes on the tour bus. 
“You should be the man leading the people to be more prayerful, not 
telling jokes!" he said to me. Then, to add to my feelings of being 
shocked and dumbfounded, he further asked, "And why do you want to 
steal my gloves?" 

What could I say? I was astounded and then he told me that he 
would not give me final absolution. After giving me many prayers to 
say, he finished by saying, "Come back here tomorrow. Change your 
ways and act more like a priest. Then I will give you absolution.” I left 
the confessional badly shaken and decades later when I heard that Padre 
Pio was nominated for sainthood, I immediately sat down and put this 
story on paper, then submitted it to the Vatican. Only a saint could have 
been able to see into my heart the way he had. This is why he was such 
an acclaimed confessor. He left a lasting impression on my entire life. 

- Father Lino Ramellini 


Egidio Vagnozzi (1906-1980), a Catholic priest for fifty-two years, 
served as a bishop for many years. Eventually, he was made a cardinal 
and served the Church in that capacity for thirteen years. At one time, he 
was designated Apostolic Nuncio to the Philippines, and it was at this 
assignment that Bishop Vagnozzi encountered many serious problems 
within the Church. The responsibilities of his office and the complex 
issues he faced each day weighed on his mind. While in Rome, he spoke 
to the Holy Father, Pope Pius XII and asked for advice. Pope Pius XII 
encouraged Bishop Vagnozzi to visit Padre Pio in San Giovanni 
Rotondo and speak to him about the issues that were troubling him. 

The bishop found the advice hard to understand. Padre Pio never left 
his monastery, and although not technically a cloistered monk, for all 
intents and purposes, he was. He did not have any training in diplomatic 
matters. Living in the remote and isolated town of San Giovanni 


Rotondo, he was not in touch with the real world. How could he 
possibly offer Bishop Vagnozzi any advice? 

After thinking it over, the bishop decided to make the trip. He did 
not tell anyone of his plan to visit Padre Pio as it was his desire to 
maintain a low profile. When he arrived in the small southern town, no 
one recognized him as a bishop. Not one person in the area had ever 
seen him before. At the monastery of Our Lady of Grace, upon meeting 
Padre Pio, Bishop Vagnozzi was very surprised to hear Padre Pio greet 
him with the words, “Hello, Your Excellency.” He was shocked. How 
did Padre Pio know that he was a bishop? 

The bishop confided to Padre Pio the many problems he faced as 
Apostolic Nuncio. With great kindness, Padre Pio said to him, “Your 
Excellency, you are the Apostolic Nuncio for the Philippines. Is that 
correct?” He answered, “Yes, that is correct.” “Who was it that sent you 
to the Philippines?” “It was the Holy Father who sent me,” the bishop 
answered. “Well, who is the Holy Father?” Padre Pio asked. The bishop 
replied, “The Holy Father is the Pope, the Vicar of Christ.” Padre Pio 
said, “So then it was our Lord Jesus Christ who sent you to serve the 
Church in the Philippines. You are a representative of the Pope but you 
are also a representative of Jesus Christ. If Christ were to go to the 
Philippines and see all the problems and abuses that you have shared 
with me, what would He do? Whatever Christ would do, that is what 
you must do.” 

The bishop returned to Rome and told Pope Pius XII what Padre Pio 
had said. The Holy Father told the bishop to take to heart the wise 
counsel that had been given to him. When he went back to the 
Philippines, he thought about Padre Pio’s advice and acted upon it. 
Everything turned out very well. 


Rejoice in hope, be patient under trial, persevere in prayer. 
— Romans 12:12 


Have great compassion for all pastors, preachers and guides of 
souls, and see how they are dispersed all over the world . . . Pray to 
God for them, so that saving themselves they may obtain a fruitful 
salvation of souls. And I beg you not to ever forget me in this because 
God gives me a great will to never forget you before him. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 35 


FATHER FLAVIAN WILLATHGAMUWA, C.M.F. PHD. 


In a visit to Los Angeles, we were told that a priest who lived in the 
area had visited San Giovanni Rotondo and had met Padre Pio. We 
made some inquiries and were finally able to locate Father Flavian 
Willathgamuwa, C.M.F. PhD. We visited him on several occasions in 
Duarte, California and he shared his testimony with us regarding the 
three months he spent with Padre Pio in 1967. 


Born in a village in Sri Lanka in 1919, Don Maximus 
Willathgamuwa entered the de la Salle Congregation of Christian 
Brothers when he was seventeen years old and thereafter became known 
to everyone as Brother Flavian. The mission of the Christian Brothers, 
which is a teaching Order, is to provide a Christian education to youth, 
especially to youth who are poor. 

Brother Flavian served as the rector of St. Benedict’s College in Sri 
Lanka and later was elected by his congregation to be the Provincial 
Superior of the Christian Brothers for the province of Sri Lanka, India 
and Pakistan. He was appointed as Minister of Education by the 
President of Sri Lanka and served in that capacity for a time. 

In 1967, Brother Flavian was sent to Rome to complete a year of 


studies. While in Rome, he read a newspaper article about Padre Pio, 
whom he had not heard of before. The article said that Padre Pio had a 
reputation for holiness and went on to mention some of the miraculous 
cures and graces that people had received through his intercession. 

Brother Flavian had always been very attracted to individuals who 
had a reputation for sanctity and as a Brother of the de la Salle 
Congregation, he felt fortunate to have met a number of very holy 
people in his life. Living in Sri Lanka, very close to India, he had the 
privilege to meet and work with Mother Teresa. She invited him to 
come to India and be the chaplain for her Missionaries of Charity 
Sisters. He accepted her invitation and served at her convent in Calcutta. 

Brother Flavian also met Sister Lucia Dos Santos, the Carmelite nun 
of Coimbra, Portugal, who along with Jacinta and Francisco Marto, 
(both have since been beatified) received the apparitions of Our Lady of 
Fatima. He visited the stigmatist and suffering soul, Sister Agnes 
Sasagawa of Akita, Japan. For years, the apparitions of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary that Sister Agnes witnessed in the convent chapel in Akita 
were scrutinized and studied by the Catholic Church. In 1988, the 
Prefect for the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith, at that time, 
Joseph Cardinal Ratzinger, gave definitive judgement on the Akita 
apparitions as supernatural in origin and reliable and worthy of belief. In 
New York, Brother Flavian worked with the famous Catholic advocate 
for human rights, Dorothy Day, and at the Trappist monastery in 
Gethsemane, Kentucky, he met the famous Christian writer and Trappist 
monk, Father Thomas Merton. 

Brother Flavian found the newspaper article about Padre Pio so 
interesting that he decided to make the four-hour train trip from Rome to 
San Giovanni Rotondo to visit him. He arrived at his destination in the 
middle of the night and was told that if he wanted to attend Padre Pio’s 
5:00 a.m. Mass, he should go at once to the church and wait for the 
doors to open. Brother Flavian did just that. He couldn’t believe the 
large crowd that was already standing in front of the church, waiting in 
the darkness. Once inside the church, there were so many people 
assembled that Brother Flavian had no choice but to sit in the very back. 


Brother Flavian went to the monastery afterward and introduced 
himself. The Capuchins welcomed him and asked him to stay in the 
monastery for the duration of his visit. The next day, he was invited to 
be up on the altar when Padre Pio celebrated his Mass. He knew what a 
privilege it was to be so close to Padre Pio at the Mass. During the 
Consecration, Brother Flavian happened to glance down at Padre Pio’s 
feet. He saw that they were not touching the ground. He looked again 
very closely to make sure he was seeing correctly, but there was no 
doubt. He scrutinized the carpeted floor. Padre Pio’s feet were elevated 
above it. His half-gloves were removed during the Mass and Brother 
Flavian could see the wounds of the stigmata in his hands. He was 
awestruck by what he had witnessed. 

Brother Flavian called the Father Provincial of his Order in Rome 
and told him that he had been planning to stay in San Giovanni Rotondo 
for five days but he wanted to stay longer. He told his superior that he 
was in a holy place, the very air he breathed was holy. And Padre Pio 
was a Saint. Brother Flavian could not bear to leave so soon. The 
Provincial gave him permission to stay for three months. 

Every day for the next three months, Brother Flavian attended Padre 
Pio’s Mass and every week Padre Pio heard his confession. Brother 
Flavian did not speak Italian and Padre Pio did not speak English, but 
oddly enough, there was no language barrier. He spoke to Padre Pio in 
English and Padre Pio understood him. Padre Pio used to say that one of 
the special duties of his guardian angel was to translate foreign 
languages for him. 

During his three months stay in the monastery of Our Lady of 
Grace, Brother Flavian was able to closely observe the life of the 
Capuchins, and in particular, Padre Pio. Padre Pio got up very early 
every morning to pray and begin his preparation for Mass. After Mass, 
he would have a glass of orange juice and then hear the women’s 
confessions. Brother Flavian noticed that Padre Pio had a slow and 
dragging walk and he limped as he made his way to the confessional 
each day. 

Brother Flavian observed that people from all over the world were at 


Padre Pio’s monastery to attend his Mass and make their confession. 
The confession lines were very long. Padre Pio heard the women’s 
confessions until 1:00 p.m., had a very light lunch, and then heard the 
men’s confessions until 4:00 p.m. It was not unusual for him to hear 
confessions much longer. In his lifetime, Padre Pio brought thousands of 
people back to their faith through the sacrament of confession. 

Padre Pio had a great capacity for work and a great capacity for 
suffering. It was extraordinary that he was able to spend such long hours 
in the confessional, especially considering his chronic health problems. 
He once said that he was always in pain when he carried out his priestly 
ministry. After he finished hearing confessions for the day, he would sit 
out on the veranda that was near his cell for a short time of relaxation. 
Even then, people were trying to speak to him and to ask him for his 
prayers. 

There were letters too, hundreds of them that Padre Pio received 
every day from all over the world. One of the rooms in the monastery 
was converted into a small post office and a team of Capuchins who 
spoke a variety of languages were assigned to help. Although Padre Pio 
prayed almost continuously throughout the day, he felt the need to pray 
even more, considering the tremendous number of prayer requests that 
were coming in through the mail. 

Every afternoon at 4:30 p.m. Padre Pio blessed religious articles. At 
5:30 p.m. he had a glass of beer and afterward gathered with the other 
Capuchins for a brief time of fellowship and conversation. After the 
evening prayers with his religious community, he went to his cell. The 
superior of the monastery told Brother Flavian that when Padre Pio 
retired to his cell, it was not to sleep but to continue his prayers. 

Brother Flavian was curious about the daily glass of beer that Padre 
Pio drank. As a native of Sri Lanka, he was not accustomed to the 
practice. In Sri Lanka, the clergy did not drink beer, wine or any other 
alcoholic beverages. He asked the superior of the monastery about it. 
The superior explained to him that there was a problem with the quality 
of the drinking water in San Giovanni Rotondo. Practically everyone 
drank beer instead, enjoyed it, and considered it much safer to drink. 


Brother Flavian also noticed Padre Pio’s extremely small intake of food. 

On several occasions Brother Flavian walked past Padre Pio’s cell at 
the monastery and saw that he was kneeling, deeply absorbed in prayer. 
Padre Pio’s whole life was prayer, carrying out his priestly ministry, 
serving the people, more prayer, more work, more suffering, more 
service. 

For Padre Pio, every day was exactly the same as the previous. The 
schedule never changed. The article that Brother Flavian had read in the 
newspaper in Rome had been right. Padre Pio was indeed a man of 
miracles, but perhaps the greatest miracle of all was his ability to endure 
the exhausting schedule, day in and day out, with very little rest or 
leisure. He kept up the enormous burden of work for more than fifty 
years without taking even one day’s vacation. 

For Brother Flavian, the three months at Our Lady of Grace 
monastery passed very quickly. When it was time for him to return to 
Rome, he knelt down and asked Padre Pio to give him a word of advice 
regarding his religious vocation as a de la Salle Christian Brother. Padre 
Pio said to him, “Have a great love for the Mass and for the Holy 
Eucharist and have a great devotion to the Virgin Mary and to her 
Rosary. If you do this, you will enter Heaven and I will meet you there.” 
Brother Flavian took the advice of Padre Pio to heart and consecrated 
his religious vocation to the Eucharist and to the Blessed Virgin Mary. 
He has also made great efforts to promote the Holy Rosary, the prayer 
that Padre Pio loved above all others. 

While studying in Chicago for an advanced degree, Brother Flavian 
became friends with one of his classmates, a priest who was Chinese. 
The priest told Brother Flavian that he was making preparations to go to 
Beijing, China to preside at his father’s funeral. He asked Brother 
Flavian if he would like to accompany him and he agreed to go. When 
they were at the cemetery, as the priest was saying the funeral Mass, 
soldiers came and arrested him. He was never seen nor heard from 
again. There are severe restrictions regarding religious services in China 
and it is illegal to celebrate Mass in public. 

The people who were at the funeral begged Brother Flavian to 


continue the Mass. He tried to explain to them that he could not do so 
since he was not a priest but a brother. The people did not understand. 
To comfort them, Brother Flavian then led a prayer and the sentiments 
he expressed were more for their sake than for his own. He prayed that 
if it was God’s will, he would become a priest and would someday 
return to China and say Mass for the people. 

Strange to say, shortly after saying the prayer, Brother Flavian began 
to feel for the first time in his life, a burning desire to enter the 
priesthood. He searched for a religious congregation that had a strong 
devotion to Mary, the Mother of God. He found that congregation in the 
Missionary Sons of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, also known as the 
Claretians, founded by St. Anthony Mary Claret. At age sixty, he began 
his studies for the priesthood. 

After ordination, Father Flavian was able to return to China and 
celebrate the Eucharist. However, he was arrested by Chinese police 
officers and put in jail. When he was released from jail, he was ordered 
to leave the country. Later, while in England, Father Flavian became 
gravely ill and spent many weeks in the hospital. His condition was so 
serious that he was given the Last Rites. The Mother Superior of the 
Carmelite Sisters of the Most Sacred Heart learned of his illness. Father 
Flavian had regularly celebrated First Saturday Devotions at their chapel 
when he resided in California. The Mother Superior invited him to come 
to the Santa Teresita skilled nursing facility that the Carmelite Sisters 
own and operate in Duarte, California. The Sisters wanted to provide 
him with the best medical care possible. 

Father Flavian accepted the invitation. Although confined to a 
wheelchair and weakened by many serious health problems, he has been 
able to carry on a busy and fruitful apostolate. He offers two masses 
daily to the people who visit him at Santa Teresita. Seven days a week 
he invites everyone to pray the Divine Office with him, followed by the 
Rosary. The Divine Mercy chaplet is recited at 3:00 p.m. daily. He 
organized the Pro-Life Prayer Warriors prayer group, who pray the 
Rosary together in his hospital room every Saturday for the sanctity of 
life. He also leads the First Saturday Devotions to the Blessed Virgin 


Mary. Our Lady of Perpetual Help Devotions are held every 
Wednesday. In between, Father Flavian manages to pray fifty decades of 
the Rosary daily. “I plan to serve the Lord and use my time for God’s 
purposes until I draw my last breath. I consider everything else a waste 
of time,” Father Flavian said. 


You yourselves are our letter, written on our hearts, to be known 
and read by all; and you show that you are a letter of Christ, prepared 
by us, written not with ink but with the Spirit of the living God, not on 
tablets of stone but on tablets of human hearts. 

— 2 Corinthians 3: 1-3 


Brothers and sisters, I knew Padre Pio. There was nothing more in 
his face than simple humanity. But his eyes were beautiful; they were 
the eyes of an angel. This means that his soul was simple as a child’s. 

— Cardinal Corrado Ursi 


CHAPTER 36 


GLORIA PLANK 


We visited Gloria Plank in her home in San Diego where she told us 
her story regarding her trip to San Giovanni Rotondo in November 
1965. Gloria’s gentleness and kindness recalled to our minds the 
extremely apt word Padre Pio used when he called her, “Bellissima” 
(beautiful one). We felt the same way. 


In 1965, Gloria Plank and her father, Dulio Piazzai made a trip to 
Rome to visit relatives. While there, Gloria asked her father if he would 
take her to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. Dulio had no 
interest in Padre Pio. He had heard the stories about his stigmata but did 
not believe any of them. He declined his daughter’s request. However, 
Gloria persisted in asking him, and he finally relented and agreed to 
make the trip. 

Gloria and Dulio arrived at the monastery at 4:30 a.m. and along 
with many others, waited for the church to open. While waiting, Gloria 
and her father became acquainted with two seminarians from England. 
When the doors of the church finally opened, Gloria, Dulio and the two 
seminarians locked arms so that they would not be separated. The 
unruly crowd began pushing and shoving and Gloria lost her shoes in 
the process. To protect her, the seminarians lifted her up over the steps 
as the people rushed forward. 


When Padre Pio entered the church, a momentous silence fell upon 
the congregation. He was aided to the altar by two friars, one on either 
side. He seemed extremely weak and the suffering Gloria observed on 
his face filled her heart with pity. She began to cry. The Mass was 
beautiful, reverent, and holy. At the Consecration, Padre Pio lifted his 
eyes toward Heaven and became completely still. Everywhere, Gloria 
felt the presence of Jesus. 

After the Mass, the men in the church were allowed to go into the 
sacristy to greet Padre Pio. Gloria asked her father to take her religious 
articles with him and have Padre Pio bless them. A few moments later, 
she saw the two seminarians, one on either side, carrying her father out 
of the sacristy. They told Gloria that as Padre Pio was leaving the 
sacristy, he stopped in front of Dulio. In a gesture of respect, Dulio 
kissed Padre Pio’s hand. When Padre Pio raised his stigmatized hand to 
bless him, Dulio fainted. 

Gloria asked one of the Capuchins if she could go to confession to 
Padre Pio but was told that it would not be possible; there was not 
sufficient time. Instead, she was directed to a small chapel and told to 
wait there. A few moments later Padre Pio came in. He walked over to 
her and touching her cheek very gently he said to her, “Bellissima” 
(beautiful one). “I saw the gentleness of his penetrating eyes and my 
heart was filled with joy,” Gloria said. Gloria described Padre Pio by 
saying, “He was a father. That was the predominant quality I saw in 
him. More than anything else, that is how I think of him now, as a 
father. I have had almost forty years since to reflect on my trip to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. Meeting Padre Pio is an experience I will treasure 
for the rest of my life.” 

Several years after visiting Padre Pio’s monastery with his daughter, 
Dulio made a trip to Rome. While in Rome, he was assaulted and 
robbed. He was beaten so severely that he suffered brain damage. As a 
result, his memory was impaired. He no longer recognized his family. 
The only person he spoke of and remembered was Padre Pio. 


Dear friends, don’t be surprised at the fiery trials you are going 


through, as if something strange were happening to you. Instead, be 
very glad because these trials will make you partners with Christ in his 
suffering, and afterward you will have the wonderful joy of sharing his 
glory when it is displayed to all the world. 

— 1 Peter 4:12-13 


I am seeking the amendment of my life, my spiritual resurrection, 
true and substantial love, and the sincere conversion of my whole self to 
God. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 37 


JAMES HURLBURT 


James Hurlburt shared his testimony at our Padre Pio prayer group 
regarding his trip to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1960. When he talked 
about seeing Padre Pio for the first time, James was visibly moved and 
it was hard for him to continue speaking. James said, “The experience 
of seeing Padre Pio in prayer was so powerful that I still cannot talk 
about it without crying.” 


James Hurlburt spent twenty-four years in the U.S. navy, and as a 
chief petty officer, he had become accustomed to many deployments in a 
number of different countries around the world. However, there is one 
trip that stands out in his mind among all the rest. It was his visit to 
Padre Pio’s monastery in 1960. He calls it, “one of the greatest 
experiences of my life.” 

At that time, the ship that James was assigned to was stationed in 
Naples, Italy. James’ job was to service navy ships of the 6th Fleet. His 
shipmate, Stan had met an Italian man who had told him about Padre 
Pio. They decided to go to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio and 
invited James and one other shipmate to go with them. James had never 
heard of Padre Pio but the idea of taking a few vacation days appealed 
to him. He thought it would be enjoyable to see the southern part of 
Italy and so he accepted the invitation. 


When they arrived at the monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo, 
James noticed many women dressed in black with rosaries in their 
hands, climbing solemnly up the stone steps to the entrance of the 
church. The next day, James and his companions visited the church in 
the afternoon and saw many of the same devout ladies, rosaries in hand, 
praying. He noticed a young priest who was sitting in the church who 
was acting strangely. He seemed ill-at-ease as he shifted around in his 
seat. Somehow, he didn’t seem to belong there. 

On Sunday morning, James and his companions got up early in 
order to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. They were there well before the Mass 
began and found seats near the altar. James happened to look up in the 
balcony and when he did, he saw Padre Pio for the first time. It almost 
took his breath away. He was kneeling and had his hands folded in 
prayer. Motionless, Padre Pio was looking up at a fixed point and 
seemed to be totally wrapped in God. He remained completely still for 
what seemed like a long time. “I felt like I was looking at Jesus. I will 
never forget it as long as I live,” James said. 

Padre Pio’s Mass too, was unforgettable. It was very impressive to 
see Padre Pio as he opened the tabernacle and then prayed. He seemed 
somehow to be out of his earthly existence, talking to Jesus. He seemed 
to be in Heaven. 

After the Mass, James and his companions went to a small reception 
room near the sanctuary of the church. They could hear Padre Pio’s 
booming voice, full of authority, speaking to someone nearby. As it 
turned out, he was speaking to the priest who had seemed so troubled 
the previous day. The Italian man who had accompanied James on the 
trip translated the words of Padre Pio into English. Padre Pio told the 
priest that if he wanted to save his soul, he needed to go to confession at 
once. Upon hearing those words, the young priest left the church. 

The next morning, James and his friends left for Naples to return to 
their ship. James said, “What began as just a sightseeing trip across Italy 
turned out to be a glimpse into the world of the supernatural. The visit to 
San Giovanni Rotondo has had a great impact on my life. Seeing Padre 
Pio and attending his Mass is a memory that I will cherish forever.” 


Strive for peace with everyone and for that holiness without which no 
one will see the Lord. 
— Hebrews 12:14 


Padre Pio’s name and person will last forever in time to tell us that 
above all that is movement, organization, and activity for apostolic 
work, sanctity is still the greatest force with which to testify and to 
announce Jesus Christ to the world. 

— Father Don Giovanni Rossi 


CHAPTER 38 


GEMMA DI GIORGI 


Gemma Di Giorgi was born on Christmas day in 1939, in the small 
town of Ribera, in the province of Agrigento, in Sicily. It soon became 
apparent to Gemma’s family that there was something wrong with her 
eyesight. When she was three months old, her mother took her to a 
doctor in Ribera who then referred her to several excellent and highly 
skilled eye specialists in Palermo. Gemma was examined by two 
ophthalmologists, Dr. Cucco and Dr. Contino, and they discovered that 
she was blind. Gemma had no pupils in her eyes. From a medical 
standpoint, there was nothing that could be done. Without pupils, it is 
impossible to see. 

The family often took Gemma to their parish church and in front of 
the altar of the Blessed Virgin, they would pray for a healing for her 
eyes. The family had a strong faith and they were hoping for a miracle. 

One of Gemma’s relatives, a devout nun, advised the family to 
entrust their prayers for Gemma to Padre Pio. The family felt greatly 
encouraged by her words. Gemma’s grandmother asked the nun to write 
a letter to Padre Pio requesting his prayers, and she agreed to do so. 

After she had sent the letter to Padre Pio, the nun had a vivid dream. 
In her dream, Padre Pio said to her, “Where is Gemma? So many 
prayers are being offered for her that they are almost deafening!” She 


introduced Gemma to Padre Pio in her dream and he made the sign of 
the cross over her eyes. The very next day, the nun received a letter 
from Padre Pio in which he said, “Dear daughter, rest assured that I 
have prayed for Gemma.” 

The nun found it quite amazing that the day after her dream of Padre 
Pio, she received a letter from him. She felt it was a true sign from 
Heaven and she encouraged the family to take Gemma to San Giovanni 
Rotondo to meet Padre Pio in person and ask for his prayers. 

In June 1947, Gemma and her grandmother made the long journey 
by train to Padre Pio’s monastery. Gemma was seven years old. During 
the trip, Gemma told her grandmother that she was suddenly able to see 
some of the outdoor landscapes from the window of the train. Her 
grandmother did not understand the full implication of her words and 
thought that perhaps Gemma’s imagination was playing tricks on her. 

Gemma and her grandmother were relieved to finally reach their 
destination. While in the church of Our Lady of Grace, they were both 
very surprised when Padre Pio, who had never seen Gemma before, 
singled her out from the crowd and called her by her name. Right before 
Gemma made her confession, her grandmother reminded her to ask 
Padre Pio to pray for a healing for her eyesight. During the confession, 
Gemma completely forgot to ask him for his prayers. Nevertheless, 
when Gemma entered the confessional and knelt down, Padre Pio 
blessed her eyes by making the sign of the cross over them. Before she 
left the confessional, he said to her, “Sii buona e santa” (Be good and 
be saintly). 

Gemma’s grandmother was so disappointed that Gemma _ had 
forgotten to ask Padre Pio for his intercessory prayers that she began to 
cry. She too made her confession to Padre Pio and at the end of her 
confession she told Padre Pio that Gemma was extremely upset because 
she had forgotten to ask him to pray for her. In the grandmother’s own 
words: 


I asked the grace for Gemma and I told him that the child 
was weeping because, in her confession with him, she had 


forgotten to ask this grace. I will never forget his soft and tender 
voice as he answered me with these words, “Do you have faith, 
my daughter? The child must not weep and neither must you for 
the child sees, and you know she sees.” I understood then that 
Padre Pio was alluding to the sea and ship Gemma had seen 
during the trip and that God had used our saintly Padre Pio to 
break through the darkness that covered Gemma’s eyes. 

After Padre Pio had given Gemma her first Holy 
Communion before all the populace that filled the church, with 
the same fingers that had held the Holy Eucharist, he again 
made, for the second time, the sign of the cross over each of 
Gemma’s eyes. And so finally we started our return trip home, 
but since the whole trip had been, for me, extremely wearing and 
exhausting, I was taken by a very high fever and sent to the 
municipal hospital of Cosenza. 

As soon as I recovered, I had Gemma’s eyes examined by an 
eye specialist who immediately declared Gemma blind and 
without pupils. I, poor ignorant person that I am, imagined that 
now that Gemma could see, she should also have pupils in her 
eyes. I did not understand that even without pupils the child 
could, through the will of God, be enabled to see just the same. I 
therefore became confused and worried when I heard the oculist 
declare Gemma blind. But Gemma, even though without pupils, 
had her eyesight, could see, and so I insisted to the doctor that 
the child could see. In order to persuade me, the doctor showed 
Gemma some objects and when she recognized them and 
showed distinctly and without difficulty that she saw these 
things, the doctor stamped his foot on the floor and said, 
“Without pupils, one cannot see. The child sees. Therefore, it is 
a miracle.” 

Since that time, many eye doctors from all over Italy have 
gotten in contact with me requesting to examine Gemma’s eyes. 
Many have even arrived here in our home and all have declared 
the same thing - that without pupils in one’s eyes, one should not 


be able to see, and that, therefore, this is a miracle. 


Gemma’s ability to see mystified the doctors. One eye specialist 
who carefully examined her eyes, observed that she was able to identify 
all of the objects he held up for her to look at. At a distance of sixteen 
feet, she was able to count the doctor’s fingers. Dr. Caramazza from 
Perugia was at a complete loss when he examined Gemma’s eyes. She 
claimed that she could see, she proved that she could see, and yet it was 
impossible for her to see. According to the doctors, there was no 
medical explanation for her ability to see without pupils. 

From the time she left Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni 
Rotondo, Gemma’s eyesight continued to improve. Her miraculous cure 
created enormous interest in the Italian newspapers during the summer 
of 1947. The noted author Clarice Bruno met Gemma in 1967. Clarice 
said that even though Gemma had the ability to see, her eyes still had 
the appearance of one who is blind. Clarice told Gemma that she would 
like to include the story of her miracle in the book she was writing. 
Gemma asked Padre Pio for permission to share her story and he gave 
his consent. Due to the sunny weather, Gemma was wearing sunglasses 
on the day that she made the request of Padre Pio. “Why are you 
wearing sunglasses?” Padre Pio asked her as he passed his hand over her 
eyes. “You see very well,” he added. 

Father John Schug interviewed Gemma in 1971 and remarked, “She 
looks like a blind person. Her eyes are sallow and lusterless, but there is 
no doubt that she can see. I saw her reach for a phone book, check a 
number, and dial the number without groping.” 

Gemma attended school and learned how to read and write without 
difficulty. As an adult, she traveled to many different parts of the world, 
sharing the story of her miraculous healing. When Padre Pio passed 
away on September 23, 1968, Gemma attended his funeral, paying a last 
tribute to her beloved spiritual father. 


My life is but an instant, a passing hour. My life is but a day that 
escapes and flies away. O my God, you know that to love you on earth I 


only have today. 
-St Thérése of Lisieux 


Padre Pio’s experience of God was so great that he did not need 
words to tell it. It simply revealed itself in his person. 
— Father Gerardo Di Flumeri 


CHAPTER 39 


THE BONGIOVANNI FAMILY 


Pauline Bongiovanni of San Diego shared her testimony one 
evening at our Padre Pio prayer group regarding the grace her family 
received through the intercession of Padre Pio. Pauline never misses 


the Padre Pio Devotions and has been attending for many years. 


Pauline Bongiovanni noticed one day that her ten-year-old son, 
Ignazio (Zino) was limping. She became worried. A week or so before, 
he had accidentally run into the garage door when riding his bicycle. 
Pauline thought he might be limping as a result of his bicycle accident. 
Zino told his mother that he bruised his other leg when he ran into the 
garage door, not the leg that was currently bothering him. 

When Pauline took her son to the doctor, x-rays showed that he had 
osteosarcoma, one of the deadliest and most aggressive forms of bone 
cancer. When the cancer was discovered, it was already in a very 
advanced state. The doctor told Pauline and her husband Joseph that 
unfortunately nothing could be done for their son. Zino was given three 
months to live. 

The Bongiovannis took Zino to another doctor in order to obtain a 
second opinion. The second doctor came to the very same conclusion. 
Pauline could not accept the idea that nothing could be done for her son 
and she spoke to the second doctor about it. “Surely there must be 
something that can be done for Zino,” she said. The doctor explained 


that the only other option would be to amputate Zino’s leg. However, he 
did not recommend it. He told Pauline that even if this measure was 
taken, Zino’s chance of survival would be only 5 percent. The doctor 
said that it would be better to let Zino live according to the time that was 
left to him without having to undergo the trauma and pain of an 
amputation. However, he would leave it up to her and her husband to 
decide. 

Pauline and her husband had a big decision to make regarding their 
son’s medical treatment. The doctor was not in favor of the amputation. 
Should they go against the doctor’s recommendation? Should they 
follow his suggestion? One day, in a great state of anxiety, Pauline went 
into the hospital chapel to pray. 

There in front of a statue of the Virgin Mary, Pauline knelt down 
and poured out her heart. Her tears flowed freely. A few moments later a 
man entered the chapel and sat in a chair a few rows behind Pauline. 
After a while, he touched her gently on the shoulder and asked if there 
was something he might do to help her. She was embarrassed because of 
her tears and did not want the man to see the emotional state she was in. 
She shook her head to indicate that she didn’t want to talk but she did 
not turn around to look at the stranger. 

About five minutes later the man tapped her on the shoulder again 
and said, “Please let me help you. Maybe I can give you some advice.” 
Pauline was startled by his words. The very moment the man spoke 
those words to her, she had been praying to the Blessed Mother, asking 
for advice regarding Zino’s treatment. She had also been praying to her 
own deceased mother, Rosalia, asking for assistance and advice. Pauline 
once again declined to talk to the man. She felt too upset to speak. The 
doctors were waiting for Pauline’s decision and her anxiety was 
extreme. 

A few moments later, the man touched her shoulder for the third 
time, offering to help her. He was persistent, that was for sure. When 
Pauline finally turned around to look at the man, she was very surprised. 
“TI can’t believe it,” she said to herself. “It’s St. Joseph!’ Of course, she 
realized that the stranger was not actually St. Joseph. However, he 


reminded her of St. Joseph. His dark eyes were large and beautiful. He 
had a beard. He manifested a great love and concern. 

Pauline told the man about Zino’s condition and the decision that 
had to be made soon. He then said to her, “I want to give you some 
advice. Go ahead with the operation. A 5 percent chance is better that no 
chance at all. When I was younger, the doctors gave up on me too, but 
look, I am still here today. If you had a son who came back from the war 
with only one leg, wouldn’t his life still be valuable to you? Of course, it 
would. You should tell the doctors to go ahead with the surgery.” 

The kindly man’s words filled Pauline with a renewed sense of hope. 
She felt strengthened in spirit and suddenly knew that she had the 
courage to face whatever lay ahead. The man was right. A 5 percent 
chance was much better than no chance at all. She knew at that moment 
that her son must have the operation. 

Pauline left the chapel immediately to find Zino’s doctor to tell him 
that she had decided in favor of the operation. When she went back to 
the chapel to thank the stranger, he was gone. She looked down the halls 
and asked the employees in the hospital but no one had seen a man who 
fit the description. 

Pauline thought about the man many times through the years. For a 
reason she did not quite understand, he had made a tremendous 
impression on her. She would never forget him. She wished she could 
have told him that her son did indeed beat the odds and was alive and 
healthy. It was because of the man’s advice that her son had the surgery 
that saved his life. How she wished she could have thanked him for 
what he had done for her and for her family. 

Twelve years after her son’s surgery, Pauline and her husband 
Joseph were driving back to California from New York. Pauline’s sister- 
in-law who was making the trip with them, suddenly and without 
warning, began to have severe chest pains. Pauline and Joseph were 
beside themselves with anxiety and were afraid that she might have a 
heart attack. If that occurred, they would be hard pressed to find any 
kind of medical help for her. 

They stopped in South Amboy, New Jersey to visit their good 


friend, Josephine. Pauline related her fears to Josephine about her sister- 
in-law’s condition. “Pauline, don’t worry,” Josephine said. “I am going 
to pray. I am also going to give you a photograph of a very powerful 
saint. You can put it right on your dashboard. He will protect your 
sister-in-law and get you all home safely.” 

When Pauline looked at the photo, she couldn’t believe it. It was the 
kindly man who had visited her in the hospital chapel twelve years 
before. “Who is he?” Pauline asked. “His name is Padre Pio,” Josephine 
said. Pauline had heard that name before. She remembered that when 
her mother, Rosalia, was alive, she used to pray to someone named 
Padre Pio. However, Pauline knew nothing about him. “Is he still 
living?” Pauline asked. “No, he died in 1968,” Josephine replied. It was 
in 1972 that Padre Pio came to the aide of Pauline Bongiovanni and her 
family. 


When my life was slipping away, I remembered the Lord; and my 
prayer came to you in your holy temple. 
— Jonah 2:7 


Padre Pio understood very well the centrality of the gift of piety in 
the spiritual life of the Christian and priest. His religious name, Pio or 
Pius, is a telling sign. It is said that one’s name is often a harbinger and 
map of life (nomen est omen). It certainly was with Padre Pio. He was 
pious to the last detail and until the last moment of his life on earth. 

Padre Pio prayed, adored, and contemplated with a profound 
sentiment of sincere piety. He transformed his whole life into an offering 
and sacrificial gift that began from love of the Father and extended to 
loving reverence of his neighbor. His piety inspired his hospital, the 
Home for the Relief of Suffering; his piety inspired his Prayer Groups. 
“Practice piety .. . piety is useful for everything. It holds promises for 
the present and future life.” - 1 Timothy 4:8. These words of St. Paul to 
Timothy, Padre Pio made his own. We should do the same. 

— Father Antonio Del Gaudio 


CHAPTER 40 


Emelio Noriega 


We visited Emelio Noriega and his wife Evelyn at their home in Los 
Angeles. Emelio spoke to us at length about his trips to San Giovanni 
Rotondo made in the 1960’s and his experiences with Padre Pio. 


Emelio Noriega heard a very interesting conversation on one 
occasion regarding a woman from Konnersreuth, Germany named 
Therese Neumann. Therese was a mystic and a stigmatist who had many 
spiritual gifts including the gift of reading hearts, prophecy, perfume, 
miracles, bilocation, healing, and many more. For the last thirty-five 
years of her life, she lived without food or drink and solely on the 
Eucharist which she received daily. Greatly devoted to St. Therese of 


Lisieux, Therese tried to incorporate the doctrine of St. Therese’s “little 
way of spiritual childhood” into her own life. Apparently, she was 
successful. Therese Neumann was a humble, prayerful woman who 
loved God above all things and dedicated her life to serving Him and the 
Church. One of the last acts of her life was an effort to establish a chapel 
of perpetual Eucharistic adoration in her hometown of Konnersreuth. 

After her death, a petition requesting Therese Neumann’s 
beatification was signed by 40,000 people. Gerhard Ludwig Muller, the 
bishop of Regensburg, Germany formally opened the Vatican 
proceedings for her beatification. Her Cause for sainthood is currently 
being promoted. 

Emelio Noriega was fascinated by the information he had heard 
about Therese Neumann. He shared the story about Therese with a priest 
in the Los Angeles area, Father Juan, and asked him for his opinion. 
Father Juan told Emelio that he believed that Therese was a holy 
woman. He had a biography on her life and offered to lend it to Emelio. 
Several days later, Father Juan visited Emelio and told him he could not 
find the book on Therese, but he had another book that he thought 
Emelio might like. It was a biography of a priest named Padre Pio. 
Emelio had never heard of Padre Pio but read the book with great 
interest. He liked the book so much that he read it four times. 

Emelio did not consider himself a religious person. Although he had 
been raised in the Catholic faith, as an adult, he rarely attended Mass on 
Sunday. He had his work and his family to think about and his interest 
in spiritual matters had waned through the years. Reading the story of 
Padre Pio’s life reawakened his interest in spirituality. 

While reading the book on Padre Pio, Emelio assumed that he had 
already passed away. One day Emelio was conversing with a lady about 
the book he had just read on Padre Pio. The lady told him that Padre Pio 
was still living, although he was elderly and in very poor health. She 
hoped to visit his monastery before he passed away. When the woman 
told Emelio that Padre Pio was still alive, he felt something like a jolt go 
through his entire body. 

Knowing that Padre Pio was still alive caused Emelio to feel a great 


urgency to get to San Giovanni Rotondo as soon as possible. If Padre 
Pio was sick, there was no time to waste. Emelio went home and told his 
wife Evelyn that he planned to take her and their two small children to 
Italy and they would probably be going very soon. She should start 
preparing for the trip. 

When Emelio’s employer told him that he could not allow him to 
take the time off from work, Emelio arranged for his brother to 
substitute at his job until his return. Securing a loan from the bank 
proved to be a greater obstacle. “So, you want a loan to take a 
vacation?” the loan officer said. “No, not at all,” Emelio answered. “The 
money that I want to borrow is not so that I can go on a vacation. I am 
going to Italy to visit a priest and it is urgent that I see him. I have got to 
get there as fast as I can.” 

Unfortunately, Emelio did not qualify for any type of loan. He had 
not been employed at his job long enough and he had no letter of 
recommendation or reference. The loan officer carefully reviewed each 
paper in his file with him. He was sorry but nothing could be done. After 
explaining the matter to him in detail, the loan officer shook Emelio’s 
hand and said goodbye to him. He then immediately set to working on 
other tasks at his desk. Emelio walked toward the door to leave the 
bank. He was deeply disappointed. Something told him not to walk out 
the door but to make one last effort to plead his cause. 

Emelio walked over to the loan officer once again and said, “Excuse 
me, but surely there must be something that can be done for me.” “No, 
there is nothing that can be done. You do not qualify,” the loan officer 
replied. To prove it, he picked up Emelio’s file to show him for the 
second time. 

One by one, he again showed Emelio every paper in the file. There 
among the papers was a letter from the Social Security Department. 
“That’s odd,” the loan officer said. “We went through all the papers in 
your file but we did not see this one. How could we have missed it?” 
Emelio did not know anything about the letter. He had never requested a 
letter from the Social Security Department, but there it was. The letter 
had not even been folded. Although it was unsigned, it was a letter of 


recommendation and reference and it was accepted by the bank. Emelio 
was given the loan that he requested. 

Emelio was full of excitement and anticipation when his plane 
touched down in Italy. It was June 1966. When he and his family 
arrived at the monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo, the first person they 
met was Padre Pio Maria, Padre Pio’s assistant. With a big smile on his 
face, Padre Pio Maria greeted Emelio and said, “Oh, I see you have 
arrived. We have been expecting you.” 

The words seemed very mysterious to Emelio for he had told no one 
that he was going to visit the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. Besides, 
no one in San Giovanni Rotondo knew him and he did not know anyone 
who lived there either. He could not understand why Padre Pio Maria 
said that they were expecting him. 

The next day, Padre Pio Maria asked Emelio if he would like to 
serve at the altar for Padre Pio’s Mass. Emelio had been away from the 
sacraments for a long time and could not remember the duties of the 
altar server. He told Padre Pio Maria that if he would let him carefully 
observe the altar server that morning at Mass, he would be able to 
remember the duties required to serve and would be able to assist the 
following day. Padre Pio Maria agreed. 

Emelio felt confident and relaxed on the morning that he served 
Padre Pio’s Mass. At the appointed time, he took the book of the 
Gospels to Padre Pio for the scripture reading. Everything was going 
smoothly. When the time came to take the chalice to Padre Pio, Emelio 
looked at it but could not pick it up. There on Padre Pio’s chalice he saw 
the face of Christ, crowned with thorns and bleeding. He looked up to 
see if it might be a reflection on the wall but it was not. Emelio stood 
there motionless, unable to move. Another person had to step forward 
and take the chalice to Padre Pio. 

After the Mass, Padre Pio went to the sacristy to make his 
thanksgiving in front of a statue of Our Lady of Fatima. Every morning 
there were a number of men who were allowed to gather near him while 
he prayed. Padre Pio Maria directed Emelio to kneel behind Padre Pio. 
While praying, Padre Pio became oblivious of everyone in the room. 


During his thanksgiving, Padre Pio sat in a wooden chair and had a 
pillow to rest his hands on. Tears fell down his face but they were tears 
unlike any Emelio had ever seen before. They trickled slowly down his 
cheeks, almost in slow motion, and glistened like diamonds. Emelio 
looked in awe at Padre Pio. “Am I becoming a fanatic like some of the 
pilgrims I have seen in church? Am I seeing what I think I’m seeing?” 
Emelio said to himself yet he could not doubt in any way what he was 
beholding. 

With his eyes lifted upward and with his face bathed in tears, Padre 
Pio prayed to God and whispered over and over, Tata, perche? (Father, 
why?) The word he used for Father was not the typical Italian word that 
is used to address God, the Father. Tata, is the word that children use to 
speak to their own fathers. The translation would be, “Daddy.” Emelio’s 
heart went out to Padre Pio. He felt sorry for him and wanted to offer his 
assistance in some way. He said, “Let me help you. Please let me help 
you.” “You don’t know what you are asking,” Padre Pio answered. 

One morning a woman came out of the church of Our Lady of Grace 
and Emelio noticed that she was angry. “What is the problem?” Emelio 
asked her. She explained that she had just been to confession to Padre 
Pio and he told her it would be best for her to leave. According to Padre 
Pio, she was not dressed modestly enough. She told Emelio that Padre 
Pio had insulted her and she never intended to speak to him again. 
Emelio saw that the woman was dressed very appropriately, very 
modestly. He said to her, “I don’t know why Padre Pio said that to you 
but my advice would be to go back and speak to him again. Otherwise 
you will never know what he meant.” 

Emelio escorted the woman back in the church and to the 
confessional. When he saw her later in the day, she looked happy. She 
told Emelio that she was glad she had returned to talk to Padre Pio. She 
now knew why he had criticized her. His complaint was that when she 
was home alone, she often dressed immodestly. It was true. She lived 
near the equator and during the summer months, it was very hot. In the 
privacy of her home, she tried to get relief from the heat by dressing 
very lightly. Padre Pio, without being told, knew of the woman’s 


practice and wanted her to correct the habit. She had never thought 
twice about it before but now she understood and was willing to change. 

Modesty in dress, according to Padre Pio, was something that was 
important at all times and in all places. To Padre Pio, modesty was 
important, even when one was alone. Many people considered him to be 
extreme and unrealistic in his standard of modesty. It is true that he was 
very particular about it and very strict. He wanted the body to be well 
covered and that included not only adults but also children. He once said 
that anyone who made an effort toward helping society achieve a higher 
standard of modesty would be rewarded by God. He encouraged people 
to do whatever they could toward this goal. 

On one occasion, Emelio leaned forward to kiss Padre Pio’s hand 
but he drew his hand back quickly so that Emelio could not kiss it. 
Emelio was surprised by his action. The thought suddenly came to him, 
“Kissing Padre Pio’s hand is nothing to be taken for granted. It is 
something that has to be earned.” 

Emelio was present one day when a young man named Romeo came 
to the monastery to see Padre Pio. Romeo, who had traveled from 
Mexico, was twenty-two years old and was suffering from advanced 
bone cancer. He had been to the shrine in Lourdes, France to pray for 
healing and had come to San Giovanni Rotondo to ask Padre Pio for his 
prayers. Sometimes Romeo was able to walk with the aid of crutches 
but other times he had to be carried on a stretcher. 

Romeo was using crutches on the morning that he greeted Padre Pio. 
Emelio stood right beside him, ready to assist him if he needed help. 
Padre Pio had a look of sadness on his face when he saw Romeo. He 
gave the young man a blessing but kept his gaze downward. One of 
Romeo’s friends asked Padre Pio if they could hope for a miracle. Padre 
Pio answered in one word, “Paradiso” (Paradise). In other words, Padre 
Pio was telling them that Romeo would soon be leaving his earthly life 
to begin his eternal life in Paradise. 

The visit to Padre Pio had a transforming effect on Romeo. He said 
that when Padre Pio, who himself was frail and suffering, blessed him, 
he lost all fear of dying. He told his friends not to feel sorry for him, his 


heart was at peace and he felt resigned to God’s will. He returned to 
Mexico and died three months later. 

Padre Pio used to say, “I know my spiritual children and they will 
know me.” One lady, Anna Cancellario, told Padre Pio that she regretted 
the fact that she had not met him until she was thirty-five years old. “But 
I knew you before,” Padre Pio said to her. “I knew you when you were 
four years old, and I knew you when you were fifteen years old.” To 
another woman he said, “God entrusted you to me on the day you were 
born.” 

One day, Emelio was holding his four-year-old son in his arms when 
he spoke to Padre Pio. He asked him to bless his son and to guide him in 
his life. “Your son is going to meet with much trouble in his life. He 
will suffer for many years. I ask you to never, never abandon your child. 
Always take good care of him,” Padre Pio said. 

The statement that Padre Pio made frightened Emelio and he 
wondered if the words spoken about his son were true. He did not know 
that much about Padre Pio at the time but something within told him, 
“Pay attention to what he is saying.” Emelio did pay attention and Padre 
Pio’s words proved to be prophetic. As Emelio’s son grew to adulthood, 
he experienced sufferings of every kind - physical, mental, and spiritual. 
Emelio and Evelyn supported him and stood by him through his many 
trials. 

The seventeen-day visit to San Giovanni Rotondo ended all too 
quickly for the Noriega family and before they knew it, it was time to 
return to California. The visit to Padre Pio brought about a great 
spiritual change in Emelio. His faith in God and his love for the Catholic 
Church, which had laid dormant for many years, began to grow and to 
be rekindled in his heart. Padre Pio told Emelio and Evelyn that they 
should pray the Rosary together every day and they took the advice to 
heart. Emelio said to his wife, “In Padre Pio, I have finally found 
someone that I can be obedient to.” 

When Emelio arrived home, he went to the Social Security 
Department and inquired about the letter that had been sent from their 
office to his bank, the letter that enabled him to qualify for the loan to 


make the trip to Italy. He was very curious as to how it all came about 
and wanted to thank whoever was responsible. The Social Security 
Department looked into the matter and told Emelio that there was no 
record whatsoever of anyone from their office sending out a letter on 
Emelio’s behalf. They were sorry but they knew nothing about it. 

Six months after his first visit to San Giovanni Rotondo, Emelio had 
a strong desire to see Padre Pio again. He made another trip to Padre 
Pio’s monastery in December. He told Padre Pio that he would like to 
organize pilgrimages and bring groups of people to visit the monastery 
of Our Lady of Grace. He asked Padre Pio to bless his endeavor and he 
happily agreed. Emelio returned to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1967 and 
1968. In 1968, he brought forty-eight people with him on pilgrimage. 
He was privileged to be the altar server for Padre Pio’s Mass on four 
occasions. He returned to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1970 and again in 
1972. 

On one of Emelio’s visits to San Giovanni Rotondo, Padre Pio 
Maria gave Emelio a key to the monastery and said, “This is for your 
own use. You can go to any part of the monastery whenever you want 
to. The only exception is the room where the relics are kept.” On one 
occasion, the door to the room which contained Padre Pio’s relics was 
open. Emelio looked inside and saw that it was filled with countless 
boxes containing Padre Pio’s personal items, articles of clothing, gloves, 
handkerchiefs, bandages that wrapped his stigmata, and more. Emelio 
obeyed the instructions of Padre Pio Maria and never entered the room. 

Although he never asked for one, Emelio knew how precious the 
relics of Padre Pio were and wished that he could have one of his own. 
One day, Padre Pio Maria presented Emelio with a pillow that Padre Pio 
had used for many months to rest his hands on when he made his 
thanksgiving after Mass. Padre Pio Maria explained to Emelio that there 
were many pillows which Padre Pio had used which were in perfect 
condition. This particular pillow was older. It was a little worn around 
the edges but best of all, according to Padre Pio Maria, there were many 
tears that had fallen from Padre Pio’s eyes onto the pillow. 

Back home in California, Emelio shared the message of Padre Pio 


with his friends and neighbors and was instrumental in starting many 
Padre Pio prayer groups in the archdiocese of Los Angeles. He showed 
documentary films on Padre Pio in many different localities and made 
Padre Pio’s pillow available for veneration whenever requested. 


T will give you a new heart and put a new spirit within you. 
— Ezekiel 36:26 


I believe that it was precisely because of the great simplicity which 
he had fought to acquire, that Padre Pio was so difficult to understand. 
— Giovanni Gigliozzi 


CHAPTER 41 
David Doherty 


David Doherty wrote to us at Padre Pio Devotions detailing his 
fascinating story regarding Padre Pio’s intercession in his life. We had 
many questions to ask David and he answered them all. His testimony 
follows: 


David Doherty of Derry, North Ireland had always taken good care 
of his health. It came as a complete shock to him when his doctor told 
him that he needed to have triple bypass heart surgery. He was sent to 
the Golden Jubilee National Hospital in Glasgow, Scotland for the 
operation. His doctors were pleased with the outcome of the surgery and 
considered it to have been a success. Soon after the bypass, a second 
surgery became necessary. 

After the second surgery, David’s condition began to deteriorate and 
one week later he was moved back into the hospital’s Intensive Care 
Unit where he drifted in and out of consciousness. The doctors 
explained the gravity of David’s situation to his wife, Isabel. They told 
her that he could pass away at any moment and advised her to notify the 
immediate family at once and summon them to the hospital. 

Two days after being readmitted to the Intensive Care Unit, David 
was put on a ventilator. A breathing machine now did the work of 
breathing for him. Antibiotics could not arrest the infection that was 
spreading throughout his body. A short time later, his kidneys failed and 


septicaemia (blood poisoning) set in. The doctor told Isabel and the 
family that they had done everything humanly possible to save David’s 
life. He had multiple organ failure and his body was shutting down. 
There was nothing else that could be done. 

One of David’s daughters made some inquiries and arranged for 
Padre Pio’s glove and a piece of bandage that covered his stigmata to be 
brought to the hospital. In the Intensive Care Unit, the relics were placed 
on David’s chest while the Rosary was recited by all who were 
gathered. Everyone at David’s bedside prayed for the intercession of 
Padre Pio. 

That evening, as David’s son Georgie was leaving the hospital, the 
elevator suddenly became permeated with the strong fragrance of 
perfume. His two sisters, Patricia and Paula were with him but they did 
not notice it. However, a short time later they both perceived an 
unexplainable fragrance of incense at their father’s bedside. 

The next day, a priest came into the Intensive Care Unit and gave 
David the Last Rites. On Sunday, the surgeon spoke to Isabel and told 
her that David showed very slight signs of improvement. On Monday, 
after examining David, another one of the doctors called Isabel aside 
and said to her, “It is amazing to see the changes in your husband’s 
condition. He is getting better!” David remained in the Intensive Care 
Unit for another three weeks and every day he got a little stronger. 

David spent a total of nine weeks in the hospital. After he was 
released, he spent many months at home continuing his recuperation. 
His family and friends were astonished at his recovery. When they 
explained to David how close he had been to death, he was stunned. He 
had no idea. When David was told that Padre Pio’s glove and bandage 
were brought into the hospital and laid on his chest, the spiritual 
experience that he had while in the hospital suddenly began to make 
sense to him. When he shared the experience with his family, it was 
their turn to be amazed. 

David told his family that while lying in his hospital bed, he 
experienced seeing himself as already dead. He saw his body in a coffin 
in a small village just outside of Derry. He was watching his own wake. 


While not all countries have the tradition of a wake, it has long been 
observed in Ireland. During a wake, the body is kept at home in a coffin 
where friends and relatives come to pay their last respects. Following 
the wake, the funeral is held at the church. 

After witnessing his own wake, David saw that his coffin was then 
put in the back of a hearse and driven to Derry. Next, he saw himself in 
a field in which he could see for miles and miles in every direction. But 
what he saw was horrific. Everywhere the eye could see were millions 
of bodies crawling over each other and under each other in mud. 
Everything was bleak and colorless. Feeling a mounting sense of dread 
and panic, he thought to himself, “Is this where I am going to spend 
eternity?” Then a loud voice shouted at him, “Get out! Get out and save 
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some souls!” Next, David saw himself back in his coffin in the hearse. 
The hearse pulled to the side of the road and stopped. The man in the 
hearse turned and said to the driver, “Why have we stopped?” The 
driver then replied, speaking about David, “He has been given a second 
chance.” 

In reality, David had been given a second chance. Some of the 
nurses who cared for David in the hospital told him that they had been 
present when the relics of Padre Pio were brought into his room. 
Although they could not explain it, they said they felt that something 
powerful had happened when Padre Pio’s glove and bandage were 
placed on his body. 

What did David know about Padre Pio? Almost nothing. He knew 
that Padre Pio had the stigmata but that was the extent of his knowledge. 
A statue of Padre Pio had been erected at David’s parish in Derry some 
years before but he never gave it a second thought. About ten years 
before his heart surgery, he had to retire from work because of his 
arthritis. A friend brought him Padre Pio’s glove but at the time it did 
not have much significance to him. 

David is aware that he received a healing not only for his body, but 
also for his soul. Was his soul in need of healing? Yes, it was. Before 
his heart surgery, his spiritual priorities had been on the back burner of 
his life. He had married Isabel and settled down to a comfortable life. 


He was devoted to his wife and five children but he had neglected his 
relationship with God. He usually attended Mass on Sundays but if 
something else came up which caused him to miss Mass, he never gave 
it a second thought. Prayer did not hold an important place in his life 
and even though he knew that he was going to undergo a very serious 
heart operation, it had never even occurred to him to pray before the 
surgery. At the time he was admitted to the hospital, he had not been to 
confession in more than a year. 

These days, David goes to confession regularly. He never neglects 
Sunday Mass and also attends Mass on as many weekdays as he can. 
The Rosary is now a part of his family’s daily routine. David sees, not 
only the beneficial changes in his own life, but the way his children’s 
lives have changed as well. His daughters, Paula and Patricia, have since 
become involved in charitable ministries in their parish. 

Many times, David has thought about the strong and insistent voice 
that shouted to him while he was lying in the hospital, “Get up and save 
some souls!” He feels certain now that it was Padre Pio’s voice. “What 
could I possibly do to save other peoples’ souls? I am having enough 
trouble saving my own soul!” David wondered. Nevertheless, in 
thanksgiving for his many blessings, he began to have a great desire to 
do something for the Lord. He just could not figure out what he should 
do. 

The answer came for David when he was invited to attend a Padre 
Pio prayer group meeting. After the meeting, he began to reflect how 
wonderful it would be to have a similar prayer group in his own large 
parish in Derry. He was able to get the permission of the bishop of 
Derry as well as his own parish priest. 

The Padre Pio prayer group that began at David’s parish of the Holy 
Family in Ballymagroarty, in Derry, proved to be a blessing to the faith 
community there. David made a little booklet on his computer, complete 
with the prayers of Padre Pio which is used at every meeting. The prayer 
group is well attended and the attendance has steadily increased every 
year. 

When a nun from Dublin, Ireland, Sister Mella, heard about the 


Padre Pio prayer group in Derry, she contacted David and asked for 
information so that she could start a group in her parish. David went to 
Dublin and met Sister Mella and provided her with the prayer booklets 
he made for his prayer group. Sister Mella’s Padre Pio prayer group is 
going very well. A young woman from Dungiven, Ireland has invited 
David to come to her parish and assist her in forming a Padre Pio prayer 
group there. He has also been contacted by an individual in England 
who expressed interest in forming a Padre Pio prayer group. 

In reflecting on his near-death experience and all that has happened 
since, David said, “My life and my family’s life has taken a change in 
direction I wouldn’t have thought possible. I feel sure that I would not 
be here today if it had not been for the prayers and the intercession of 
Padre Pio. I am just happy to be alive!” 


You who are beyond time Lord, you know what you are doing. . . 
The time that you give me, the years of my life, the days of my years, the 
hours of my days, they are mine to fill and to offer to you. I am not 
asking you Lord for time to do this and then that, but your grace to do 
conscientiously, in the time you have given me, what you want me to do. 

— Father Michel Quoist 


At times, I traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo in order to ask Padre 
Pio for some help with the many problems in my life. But in the little 
friary church of Our Lady of Grace, when I saw the suffering in Padre 
Pio’s face and the painful way he walked, as though bent down under a 
heavy cross, I was not able to ask him for anything. 

— Paola Strina 


CHAPTER 42 


More Anecdotes 


While writing the previous chapter on David Doherty of Derry, 
North Ireland, I began to reflect on the great faith of the people of 
Ireland and the inspirational testimonies regarding Padre Pio that have 
come from the Emerald Isle. 


The people of Ireland have traditionally had a strong and abiding 
devotion to Padre Pio. Every year at the shrine of Knock in County 
Mayo, Ireland, a Padre Pio commemoration day is observed. Between 
fifteen and twenty thousand people customarily attend the celebration. 

The Knock shrine in Ireland is truly a place of prayer and 
pilgrimage. Throughout the year, people come from all parts of the 
world to pray and contemplate the beautiful event that took place in 
Knock on August 21, 1879. On that date, the Virgin Mary along with St. 
Joseph and St. John the Evangelist made a heavenly visitation to the tiny 
and impoverished village of Knock. They appeared at the south wall of 
the parish church of St. John the Baptist. To the left of the three figures 
appeared an altar with a lamb resting on it. Around the lamb were 
golden stars which glittered like jewels, and behind the lamb was a 
cross. The altar was surrounded by angels and the whole area was 


bathed in a beautiful light. One of the witnesses of the apparition said, 
“It was as though the moon was shining on that spot and nowhere else.” 
Everyone who passed by the church that evening, saw the apparition. 

For two hours, the witnesses stood in the pouring rain and beheld the 
heavenly scene. Although they became drenched in the downpour, no 
rain fell on the figures or on the ground beneath them. The wall behind 
them also remained completely dry. 

The apparition was unusual in that no words were spoken and no 
message was given. The only sound that was heard was the whispers of 
the witnesses own prayers as they gazed at the heavenly scene. Those 
who were present observed that if they drew too close, the figures would 
retreat backward toward the gable wall. When the witnesses stepped 
back, the figures seemed to move forward slightly. St. John held a book 
in his hands and one of the witnesses, Patrick Hill, was standing so close 
to him that he could see the words in the book. 

Traditionally, the people of Ireland see the Virgin Mary as a queen. 
At Knock she came as a queen. Mary wore a white robe and had a bright 
crown on her head. Her eyes were raised up to Heaven and her hands 
were uplifted in prayer. 

Father Bartholomew Cavanagh, a man of great personal holiness, 
was the parish priest of the Knock church. He was admired and loved by 
his parishioners, most of whom considered him to be a saint. Father 
Cavanagh had a great devotion to the souls in purgatory and decided to 
offer 100 Masses on their behalf. The 100th Mass was said by Father 
Cavanagh on August 21, the day of the heavenly visitation. Many of the 
people in Knock believed that the Blessed Virgin paid a visit to their 
village because of their saintly pastor. 

It has also been thought that the Virgin Mary visited Ireland in order 
to give the people there a sense of hope and spiritual strength. At the 
time of the apparition, the citizens of Ireland suffered from grinding 
poverty, widespread hunger, and the threat of deadly diseases. The years 
preceding the apparition had been tragic years as the Great Potato 
Famine, the worst famine to occur in Europe in the 19th century, ravaged 
the country. During that period, one million people died and a million 


more emigrated from Ireland, causing the population to decline by 25 
percent. Despite their many sufferings, the Irish people were long 
known for their deep and abiding faith and trust in God. 

Soon miraculous cures began to be reported at Knock. Father 
Cavanagh recorded three hundred healings in the first three years after 
the apparition. The names of Archbishop John Joseph Lynch of Toronto 
as well as Archbishop Daniel Murphy of Tasmania were included in the 
long list of those who were healed. 

The archbishop of the diocese of Tuam, of which Knock was a part, 
set up an ecclesiastical commission of inquiry to make a full 
investigation into the matter. Of the approximately twenty-two people 
who saw the apparition on the night of August 21, fifteen people were 
interviewed. They ranged in age from five years to seventy-five years. 

Bridget Trench, one of the witnesses, fell to her knees when she saw 
the vision and prayed in thanksgiving to God. As Bridget moved 
forward to kiss the feet of the Virgin Mary, to her great surprise, she 
discovered that it was not possible. “I could not understand why I was 
not able to feel with my hands what I beheld with my eyes,” Bridget 
said. Mysteriously, it seemed that the apparition was ethereal rather than 
material. 

Twenty-year-old Dominick Beirne who also testified, said that he 
was so overcome with emotion upon seeing the vision that he began to 
cry. He described the figures as being fully rounded and life-size. 
However, they seemed to be made out of light rather than flesh and 
blood, and individually, they had different degrees of brilliance. They 
were raised up approximately two feet above the ground. It was 
considered a true miracle that the uncut meadow beneath them, 
remained bone dry in the pouring rain. Dominick Beirne was able to 
clearly see the eyes of the figures and as well as many other details. 

The commission interviewed five-year-old John Curry who, in his 
childlike simplicity, called the figures “grand babies.” Another young 
boy who witnessed the heavenly scene said, “I wanted to take the 
figures home with me!” 

Sixty-five-year-old Patrick Walsh lived about half a mile from the 


Knock parish. On the night of August 21, he was standing outside his 
house when he noticed a very bright light that appeared to be coming 
from the direction of the Knock parish. He thought that perhaps some of 
the people in the vicinity were having a bonfire. He described it as a 
“large globe of golden light” that was above and around the area of the 
church. The next day, Patrick learned the news of the apparition. 

After completing the interviews, the ecclesiastical commission 
declared that the testimony of the fifteen witnesses was both trustworthy 
and satisfactory. Father Cavanagh, who had an intense love for the 
Virgin Mary, died on the feast of the Immaculate Conception in 1897. 

Pope John Paul II made his own personal pilgrimage to the shrine of 
Knock in 1979 on the occasion of the 100th anniversary of the 
apparition. 500,000 people gathered to welcome the Vicar of Christ to 
Knock. Today Knock is numbered with Guadalupe, Lourdes and Fatima 
as one of the chief Marian shrines in the world. More than one and one- 
half million pilgrims visit Knock annually. 


The well-known Roman sculptor, Professor Lorenzo Ferri was 
commissioned to sculpture the statues that would commemorate the 
apparition of Knock. When completed, the statues would become a 
permanent part of the Knock shrine and would be erected at the gable 
wall. 

Lorenzo, a devout and prayerful man, traveled to Knock and spent 
several days there, absorbing the spiritual atmosphere and 
contemplating the miraculous event that had occurred in the small and 
previously unknown village. He meditated on how he would construct 
the statues in order to represent as closely as possible, the heavenly 
visitation. He felt that this would perhaps be the most important artistic 
work of his life. He had read the depositions of the fifteen witnesses to 
the Knock apparition in order to familiarize himself with all of the 
details of what they had seen on that rainy evening in 1879. It would be 
hard to capture the vision in a sculpture, but Lorenzo had great talent as 


an artist and had a great desire to succeed in the endeavor. Judy Coyne 
of Ireland, who had devoted most of her life to sharing the message of 
Knock, was asked by the archbishop to oversee the project. 

Lorenzo completed the clay models for the sculptures and Judy 
made a trip from Knock to his studio in Rome to view the work. 
However, Judy was disappointed. The expression on the face of the 
Virgin Mary was not what Judy had hoped for. It did not portray the 
Virgin according to the testimony of the witnesses. Judy had spoken 
personally on many occasions to one of the principal witnesses, Mrs. 
Mary O’Connell. Mrs. O’Connell had explained in great detail what the 
Virgin Mary had looked like. She emphasized that the Virgin and all of 
the other figures in the apparition were made out of light. Although 
Lorenzo’s clay model of the Virgin Mary was indeed beautiful, he had 
failed to achieve the transcendent and contemplative expression on the 
Virgin’s face. 

According to Judy Coyne, the sculpture model of the lamb was 
unsatisfactory as well. There was a distinct difference between the look 
of the lambs in Ireland compared with the ones in Italy. Lorenzo’s 
model of the lamb needed to be more in accord with the soft and fluffy 
lambs that roamed the green hills of Ireland. Lorenzo too was 
dissatisfied with his work. He had put forth a great effort but was unable 
to achieve what he had hoped to. He continued in his efforts to make 
improvements to the clay models but days turned into weeks and still he 
had not succeeded. 

Instead of returning to Ireland, Judy decided to stay in Rome until 
the statues were completed so that she could put her final seal of 
approval on them. Lorenzo worked with great intensity each day. While 
he worked, he had classical music playing in the background because it 
was uplifting to his spirit and helped him focus on his task. He did not 
have difficulty correcting the model of the lamb but correcting the face 
of the Virgin proved to be a much harder task. “Judy Coyne is asking 
me to capture the divine, but I have only been able to capture the 
human,” he said regretfully. To make matters worse, Lorenzo, who 
suffered from a heart condition, began to feel ill. His doctor advised 


bedrest in order for him to regain his strength. 

When Judy Coyne was invited by a relative to make a trip to San 
Giovanni Rotondo, she accepted the invitation with enthusiasm. She 
attended Padre Pio’s Mass on November 18, 1960 and during the Mass 
she prayed for Lorenzo. In her prayer, she asked Padre Pio to help 
Lorenzo to recover his health. She also asked him to guide Lorenzo’s 
hand so that he would be able to sculpt the statues in a way that would 
be true to the apparition. Judy was deeply edified by Padre Pio’s Mass 
and called it, “an experience of a lifetime.” Afterward, she felt a great 
sense of peace and well-being. She had the feeling that Padre Pio had 
heard her prayers. 

When Judy returned to Rome, she visited Lorenzo’s studio and was 
amazed to see a great improvement in the models of the sculptures. 
Lorenzo had made significant changes to the face of the Virgin Mary 
and the sculpture now looked perfect. The other sculptures were also 
greatly improved. Lorenzo told Judy that a strange thing had happened. 
He had awakened in the morning and felt a great spiritual strength 
within. In addition, he felt that his physical energy had returned. As 
though a driving force was motivating him, he hurried to his studio and 
in just three hours’ time, he was able to make all the necessary changes 
to the clay models. Ordinarily, it would have taken him three weeks to 
make the changes. He was very happy with the final results. Lorenzo 
said that in his entire career he had never had such an experience. It 
happened on the morning of November 18, at the very same time that 
Judy was at Padre Pio’s Mass, praying that Padre Pio would intercede 
for Lorenzo’s needs. 


Gerry Fitzgerald was the owner of the Palm Grove Cafe in Limerick, 
Ireland. Gerry used to go every year to San Giovanni Rotondo to see 
Padre Pio. He was also the first person in Ireland to organize 
pilgrimages to San Giovanni Rotondo and he did so for many years. 
Gerry’s esteem for Padre Pio was so great that he spoke about him to 


whoever would listen. 

On one occasion, Gerry made a day trip from Limerick to the shrine 
of Knock in the wintertime. Because the weather was so cold and harsh 
that day, Gerry found himself taking shelter under a tree. He could not 
help but notice that the sick and infirm who were visiting the shrine 
were exposed to the bitter cold. Gerry felt very sorry for the invalids and 
felt something had to be done to remedy the situation. He spoke with 
one of the local priests at Knock and suggested that it would be very 
worthwhile to construct some buildings to provide shelter for the 
pilgrims who were ill. The priest was in favor of the idea. However, as 
time went by nothing was ever done about it. 

Once when Gerry visited Padre Pio, he told him about the idea he 
had of providing shelters for the invalids at the Knock shrine and asked 
him for advice as to whether he should pursue the idea. Padre Pio told 
Gerry that the Virgin Mary was pleased and wanted him to go forward 
with the plans. Greatly encouraged, Gerry went back to Limerick and 
formed a committee of six men. The shelters were constructed at the 
shrine and they proved to be a blessing to all concerned. 


Across the sea from Ireland in Herne Bay, England, Ann and Wally 
Wall were led to Padre Pio in an unusual way. Wally worked as 
caretaker and Ann did the cleaning at the local convent school. One 
afternoon while Wally was taking a walk, he noticed a magazine laying 
on the pavement. It appeared to be in perfect condition and neither the 
dirt nor the dampness of the street had marred it in any way. A 
photograph of a statue of the Virgin Mary on the cover caught Wally’s 
eye. The name of the magazine was the Voice of Padre Pio. 

Wally took the magazine home, read it, and didn’t think too much 
more about the matter. The next day, Ann read the magazine from cover 
to cover. Afterward, her conscience began to bother her. Ann and Wally 
had not attended church in years. They hadn’t been to confession in at 
least twelve years. 


After reading about Padre Pio, Ann decided to go to the rectory and 
ask the parish priest to hear her confession. As she rang the doorbell, 
she began to feel very nervous and knew that she was losing her 
courage. She was about to turn and leave when the priest answered the 
door. Ann made her confession and the next day she told Wally that she 
was going to be able to receive Communion at the convent school with 
the children who were making their first Holy Communion. She 
explained to Wally that she had read the Voice of Padre Pio magazine 
and was deeply inspired. It was then that she decided to go to the rectory 
to make her confession. “Why didn’t you tell me you were going to 
confession? I would have gone to confession as well,” Wally said. “It 
was because I did not know if I would have the courage to go through 
with it,” Ann replied. 

Wally too returned to the sacraments. He and Ann began to attend 
Mass daily and Wally became a regular altar server at their parish. Soon 
they began sharing their interest and knowledge of Padre Pio with 
friends and neighbors. A number of people decided to return to the 
practice of their Catholic faith after Wally and Ann spoke to them about 
Padre Pio. The day Wally picked up the Voice of Padre Pio magazine 
from the street proved to be a very important day in his life and in the 
life of his wife, Ann as well. That day too was important for another 
reason. It was May 25, Padre Pio’s birthday. 


Thomas Carolan of Ireland grew up in poverty. His parents had a 
small farm and had grown accustom to very long hours and hard manual 
work. Their little thatched house was in a bad state of disrepair but they 
could never afford to fix it. The roof had to be propped up and was on 
the verge of collapse. Tom’s father was forced to seek a loan at the bank 
but even with the loan, the family’s financial difficulties grew steadily 
worse. 

In May of 1929, Tom’s father suddenly became very ill. He had just 
finished saying his prayers to the Holy Family, “Jesus, Mary, and 


Joseph, I give you my heart and my soul,” when he died. Tom’s mother 
experienced profound grief at the loss of her husband. Each Sunday 
morning as she and Tom walked to their parish to attend Mass, she 
would cry all the way to the church and all the way back home. 

Every day after lunch, Tom and his mother would always go outside 
to feed their hens. They were just getting ready to go out to the 
henhouse one day when they saw a monk approaching their house. 
“Tom, in the name of God, who is that man who is walking up to our 
house?” his mother asked. 

The monk came right up to the kitchen door and stood there in an 
attitude of prayer. He had a beard and was wearing a habit that looked 
rather worn. Gloves were on his hands but they were unusual in the fact 
that his bare fingers were exposed. He put his left hand on his chest and 
his right hand was raised in a blessing. He said, “There is trouble in this 
house. You lost your husband. I was sent to tell you that your husband is 
happy in Heaven but while you are crying and grieving over his death, 
you are only making him feel unhappy. You are in great financial 
trouble. To meet this trouble, help will be coming to you from a source 
you least expect. When your financial troubles are over, that source will 
cease.” 

Tom’s mother offered the monk a cup of tea but he declined. He 
asked her to kneel down and he made the sign of the cross on her 
forehead. He also made the sign of the cross on Tom’s forehead. He 
then looked toward the room where Tom’s father had died. He prayed 
and raised his right hand in a blessing. He was praying as he left the 
house. Tom was sent outside by his mother to see which way the monk 
went. Tom looked in all directions but the monk was nowhere to be 
seen. 

After the visit of the monk, Tom’s mother felt greatly strengthened 
in spirit. She no longer cried over the death of her husband. She was 
surprised when she received a letter from her sister Katie which also 
contained money. Katie had lived in the U.S. for fifty years and had 
never once written to her. Tom’s mother wrote back and thanked her 
and the next month before the bank note came due another letter arrived 


from Katie with money inside. This went on for a number of years. 
Right after the bank note was paid in full, the letters from Katie stopped 
altogether. 

A cousin from Glasgow used to come on occasion to visit Tom and 
his mother in Ireland. On one of his visits, he brought them a magazine 
called The Universe. As they looked through the magazine, they saw a 
photograph of a priest saying Mass in San Giovanni Rotondo. 
Underneath the photo was his name, Padre Pio. Tom and his mother 
immediately recognized him as the kind monk who had come to their 
home to console them in 1929 on the Feast of the Sacred Heart. 


God has listened to your prayers since the first day you humbly 
asked for understanding, and he has sent me here. 
— Daniel 10:12 


Never let us put aside the thought of our ultimate aim. And what is 
this ultimate aim? To know God, principally, is why he conceived our 
days, our years. Therefore, let us try never to forget this ultimate aim, 
for everything depends on it. And for what reason? To serve him with 
faith, with love, and with constancy. Let us try to excel in all of this, 
then. Since God created us for love, he takes care of us for love, and for 
love he has promised us the prize. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 43 


Father William Lauriola 


We visited Father William Lauriola at the rectory office of his 
parish, the Immaculate Conception chapel in San Francisco, CA. His 
testimony follows: 


Father William (Guglielmo) Lauriola grew up in the small town of 
Monte Sant’ Angelo, a short distance east of San Giovanni Rotondo. His 
parents owned a store which sold agricultural supplies and many other 
items. From time to time, one of the Brothers from Our Lady of Grace 
monastery would visit their store, asking for a donation for the needs of 
the Capuchin community. William’s parents were happy to help and 
they always asked for news about Padre Pio. As a young boy, William 
felt a great admiration for the Capuchin who visited their store. He 
decided that when he came of age, he too would like to enter a Religious 
Order so that he could dedicate his life to the Lord. 

The citizens of Monte Sant’ Angelo were aware that Padre Pio often 
sent people to their town, advising them to pray at the holy sanctuary of 
St. Michael the Archangel. They felt a sense of pride, knowing that 


Padre Pio held their town in the highest esteem. Padre Pio had a strong 
belief in St. Michael just as he believed in the existence and help of all 
the angels. He encouraged people to cultivate a devotion to the celestial 
beings, the angels. 

When William was a child, his parents used to take him by bus to 
San Giovanni Rotondo in order to see Padre Pio. Young William 
became so comfortable with Padre Pio that he would walk right up to 
him while he was hearing confessions and pull the white cord on his 
habit to let him know that he was waiting to see him. 

After William graduated from high school, he sought admittance to 
the Friars Minor branch of the Franciscan Order and was accepted. 
Through the long years of study at the monastery of St. Matthew in San 
Marco in Lamis, he continued to make trips to the monastery of Our 
Lady of Grace in order to see Padre Pio. 

William noticed that on Fridays, Padre Pio’s wounds were more 
painful than on any other day. A number of the people who attended his 
Mass felt such sympathy for him that they could not contain their tears. 
Many were elderly and walked to the church of Our Lady of Grace 
every day from their homes in San Marco in Lamis. It took two and a 
half hours to make the trip. They attended his Mass year-round and 
experienced the intense heat, rain, wind, heavy fog, snow, and ice of the 
various seasons. On the long walk back home to San Marco in Lamis, 
they would talk about all that had transpired at the morning Mass. “Did 
you notice how devoutly Padre Pio said the prayers for the living and 
the deceased today?” “Did you see the way he stared intently at the 
tabernacle?” “Did you hear how solemn his voice sounded as he 
repeated the sacred invocations?” 

Once, William invited two fellow seminarians to go with him to visit 
Padre Pio and they were happy to accept his invitation. William was 
worried about his two companions because they were both wavering in 
their vocation. He felt that the contact with Padre Pio might encourage 
them to persevere in their priestly studies. William knew that Padre Pio 
had the ability to help people on a deep spiritual level. One recalls the 
words of Charles Mandina of Los Angeles, who assisted Padre Pio as 


his language translator. Charles said, “Curiosity might initially bring 
people to Padre Pio, but once you had seen him, you couldn’t explain it, 
but you were changed.” 

It was a cold winter day when William and his two companions met 
with Padre Pio in the monastery garden. Padre Pio motioned to the three 
young men to sit down on a nearby stone bench. No sooner had they sat 
down than they all jumped up in unison. Padre Pio was surprised. “But 
why did you all jump up so quickly?” Padre Pio asked. They explained 
that the bench was just too cold to sit on. Padre Pio then went into the 
monastery to get them some refreshments and soon came out with a 
basket of walnuts and some water. As it turned out, the two seminarians 
persevered in their studies and were both eventually ordained to the 
priesthood. 

Father William was ordained to the priesthood at the Franciscan 
monastery in Biccari, Italy in 1953. He continued to visit Padre Pio 
whenever he could. He was invited to have lunch at Our Lady of Grace 
monastery on a number of occasions. He was present once in the dining 
room when Padre Pio attempted to cut a large block of cheese with a 
very dull knife. He struggled with the task for a long time and could not 
seem to make any headway. Father William had the distinct impression 
that Padre Pio was simply trying to stall for time so that he would not 
have to eat his meal. 

Padre Pio’s life, in many ways, would always have elements of 
mystery. Once, in the sacristy of the church, Padre Pio was greeted by 
one of his spiritual sons, Dr. Pietro Melillo. When Padre Pio left the 
sacristy to go back to his cell, Dr. Melillo offered his arm in support and 
walked with him down the hall. When they got to the door that led to the 
monks’ cells, they found that it was locked. “Did you bring a key for the 
door?” Padre Pio asked. Dr. Melillo replied that he did not have a key 
with him. Padre Pio then pressed his index finger against the door, and it 
opened instantly. At the time, it did not occur to Dr. Melillo that 
anything unusual had happened. However, a short time later, as he 
reflected on the events of the day, he realized with amazement, that 
Padre Pio had accomplished the impossible. He had opened a locked 


door with the simple touch of his finger. 

Father William remembered the first time the statue of Our Lady of 
Fatima came to San Giovanni Rotondo. The statue arrived in the back of 
a pick-up truck that was beautifully decorated with myriads of colorful 
flowers. Father William happened to be in San Giovanni Rotondo when 
the statue was leaving for its next destination, Monte Sant’ Angelo. 
Padre Pio’s eyes filled with tears as he bid his Heavenly Mother 
goodbye. Years later, the statue of Our Lady of Fatima would arrive by 
helicopter and be greeted by even larger crowds throughout Italy. 

Padre Pio continually spoke of the graces that were freely given by 
the Blessed Virgin Mary. When six-year-old Lucietta Pennelli of San 
Giovanni Rotondo contracted meningitis, her life was hanging in the 
balance. When she slipped into a coma, the doctor knew that her end 
was near. He told the family that there was nothing more that could be 
done to help her. Padre Pio’s prayers were sought and soon the little girl 
regained consciousness and made a complete recovery. When Lucietta’s 
father, Alfonso, went to the monastery to express his gratitude, Padre 
Pio took him up to the choir loft and pointed to the painting of Our Lady 
of Grace. “Do not thank me. Thank the Virgin Mary,” he said to 
Alfonso. Later, when Lucietta came to visit Padre Pio, he said to her, 
“Do you know why you are alive, Lucietta? It is because the reaper, by 
that I mean death, did not make it in time. Our Blessed Mother arrived 
first.” 

As the years passed, Padre Pio’s spiritual family grew steadily in 
number. He was known to many as Padre Spiritual. People could feel 
his tender love and concern for their welfare. Indeed, at times, some of 
his spiritual children called him “Mama.” To one of his spiritual 
daughters who had lost her parents through death, he said, “You must 
always remember that I am now your father and your mother. I am your 
whole family.” 

Father William recalled that Padre Pio often communicated more 
with gestures than words. Sometimes when he was alone with Padre Pio 
in the sacristy, Padre Pio would place both of his hands on William’s 
shoulders or on his head and pray for him. On other occasions, he would 


hold his hand and say a few simple words to him like, “be good.” 
William often had the distinct impression that Padre Pio knew exactly 
what was in his mind and heart. 

On one occasion, Padre Pio leaned momentarily out of the 
confessional and spoke to a woman who was standing nearby. “You 
must go outside at once!” he said. The woman obeyed him immediately. 
It happened to be snowing heavily on that particular day. In the distance, 
she heard someone crying for help. It was a poor woman who was 
struggling up the hill toward the church and was in great need of 
assistance. She quickly rushed to help the poor woman. 

As time passed, people descended on the little town of San Giovanni 
Rotondo in record numbers. Capuchin Father Innocenzo of Campobasso 
would frequently become upset by the noise and confusion in the 
church. On more than one occasion, he shouted out to the congregation: 
“People of little faith! People of little faith! Be quiet!” He complained to 
Padre Pio about the problem. “It is true what you say,” Padre Pio 
replied. “Some of the people who come here do not have faith, yet 
nevertheless they receive blessings.” Margharita Cassano, one of Padre 
Pio’s spiritual daughters, once voiced her objection, “Why do so many 
curiosity seekers come here? They do not pray. They do not even 
believe!” Padre Pio said to her, “It is enough that they climb this 
mountain.” 

On one occasion, Father William invited his niece, Immaculata 
(Ima), to take a trip with him to Pietrelcina, the town where Padre Pio 
was born and raised. In Pietrelcina, one could see many important 
landmarks of Padre Pio’s early life including the parish church of St. 
Anne’s where he was baptized, the small stone house at 32 Vico Storte 
Valle Street where he lived with his parents and four siblings, and “La 
Torretta” (the little tower), the small and secluded dwelling where he 
studied and prayed during his prolonged illnesses. 

Ima accepted her uncle’s invitation to visit Pietrelcina but she was 
somewhat aloof and indifferent regarding Padre Pio. Father William 
tried to reason with her. “Ima,” he said, “Padre Pio is truly the saint of 
our times. Do not doubt it.” As he spoke the words, the air suddenly 


became filled with a beautiful perfume. Ima was so struck by the 
experience that her attitude changed completely and she became very 
devoted to Padre Pio. Ima, who was a physician, began to pray to Padre 
Pio regularly for the patients who were under her care at the hospital. 

Through the years, Father William has felt privileged to meet many 
people, both clergy and laity, who have inspired him by their great 
fidelity to God. One such person was his friend and fellow priest, Father 
Peter. Father Peter had to walk many miles to Father William’s parish in 
order to make his confession and he did so regularly. He continued to do 
so well past his 90 birthday. 

Once, after hearing Father Peter’s confession Father William said to 
him, “I want you to let me drive you home in the jeep today. It is such a 
long distance for you to walk. I know you may not like the idea but I 
insist on doing so.” “But Father,” Father Peter protested, “I do not mind 
the walk. Besides, penance is so good for us. It is so necessary for our 
souls!” One is also reminded that Padre Pio continually stressed the 
value of self-denial and penance. “Remember, we did not come into this 
world for a holiday,” Padre Pio said. 

On one occasion, Father William drove to Father Peter’s parish in 
order to pay him a visit. Upon arrival, he was surprised to find that the 
doors to the church were wide open, the lights were on, and the altar 
candles were lit. Everything appeared to be ready for the Mass to begin 
but Father Peter was nowhere to be found. As it turned out, Father Peter 
had felt ill on that particular day and realized that he would not be able 
to celebrate Mass. After making all the necessary preparations for Mass, 
he sat down in a chair, closed his eyes, and gently gave his soul back to 
God. 

When Father William learned that he had been chosen by his 
Franciscan superiors to serve in the missions in Korea, he looked 
forward to the new assignment with great anticipation. Before he left 
Italy, Padre Pio gave him some words of advice. “If you are able to 
accomplish any good works in Korea, always remember to give the 
credit to God,” Padre Pio said. “It is the grace of God that brings success 
to all of our efforts. Never attribute anything to yourself.” 


In Korea, Father William and three other Franciscans from his 
religious community founded the Sacred Heart Leper Colony. In time, it 
became home to 400 lepers. When Father William looked around at all 
the good that was being accomplished at the leper colony, he would 
sometimes find himself becoming filled with pride. Then he would 
remember Padre Pio’s words of wisdom: “Be sure to give all the credit 
to God. Do not attribute anything to yourself.” 

Father William was inspired by the strong faith of the lepers at the 
Sacred Heart leper colony. On one occasion, one of the teenage girls 
who was afflicted by the disease said to him, “I know that my face and 
body are disfigured by this illness, but it is a comfort to know that when 
I am in Heaven, my body will no longer show the ravages of leprosy. I 
will be in the presence of God where everything will reflect his light and 
his glory.” 

Father William was studying for a doctorate degree in theology at 
the Gregorian University in Rome when he got word that Padre Pio was 
very ill. At the time, Father William was preparing for an important 
examination at the University. He told his professor that he had to leave 
at once for San Giovanni Rotondo. He explained that Padre Pio’s 
condition was grave, and he felt an urgency to visit him. He was aware 
that missing the test could set him back six months or more in 
completing his course of studies, but it could not be helped. He needed 
to be near his spiritual father. 

Padre Pio died peacefully on September 23, 1968. In the church of 
Our Lady of Grace, Father William stood beside his coffin and gazed for 
the last time at his beloved friend. He was present at Padre Pio’s funeral, 
by far the largest in San Giovanni Rotondo’s history. 

Today, 2012, Father William serves as Pastor Emeritus at the 
Immaculate Conception chapel in San Francisco, where he has served 
for the last 43 years. At eighty-five years of age, he remains remarkably 
active and energetic. His ministry includes pastoral counseling, 
baptisms, weddings, Rosary vigils, funerals, house blessings, visits to 
the sick, and much more. He has two secretaries who assist him and he 
rarely takes a day off. He is the spiritual director for the Our Lady of 


Fatima devotions, the Padre Pio prayer group, the Divine Mercy prayer 
group and the Holy Family prayer group. After Mass on the first Sunday 
of each month, Father William leads special prayers for the God the 
Father prayer community. On the second Sunday, prayers are said with 
the St. Peregrine prayer community, and on the third Sunday, prayers 
are said with the Rosa Mystica prayer community. Father William still 
loves to teach Scripture and Catechism and for many years has served as 
one of the exorcists for the archdiocese of San Francisco. 

It was a blessing for us to meet Father William Lauriola and to visit 
his beautiful Immaculate Conception chapel in San Francisco. We were 
inspired by his kindness and his deep humility. Truly, he is a blessing to 
all. 


It is in time that I am able to do good to my neighbor, that I am able 
to love and help him. . .It is only along the path of my passing days that 
Iam able to meet the suffering soul and to give a word of comfort and 
hope. Time is valuable, because it offers me the possibility to do good. 
Certainly, upright Christian sentiment, knowledge, love and praise of 
God will continue in eternity, but they will be proportional to our 
knowledge, love and praise in time . . . Time is valuable because it offers 
me the possibility to prepare myself for eternity. 

— Father Gerardo di Flumeri 


Padre Pio, with his silence, his prayer and his suffering was a 
mystery of love, expiation, and salvation for Italy and for the world. 
— Giorgio Berlutti 


CHAPTER 44 


Dr. Germain and Mrs. Ortrud Bianchi 


One morning after the weekday Mass at Our Lady of the Rosary 
parish, as my husband, Deacon Ron Allen was leaving the church, he 
greeted several college students who were visiting from Connecticut. 
They happened to see our Padre Pio publication “Pray, Hope, and 
Don’t Worry” in the vestibule, and one of the young ladies, Faustina 
Bianchi, mentioned to Deacon Ron that her parents had both met Padre 
Pio. Deacon Ron asked her for her parents’ phone number in hopes that 
we could interview them for our publication. Faustina happily agreed. 
However, the students were late for an appointment and my husband 
was late for an appointment as well. Nobody had a pen to write the 
phone number down and although they searched for one, they couldn’t 
find one. 

About two years later, I got a call from a teacher at a Catholic high 
school in Del Mar, California. He told me that his student teacher’s 
parents had both met Padre Pio in the 1960’s. The student teacher 
happened to be the brother of Faustina Bianchi. We finally got the 
contact information and were able to visit Dr. Germain and Mrs. Ortrud 
Bianchi at their home in Somers, Connecticut. The following is Ortrud’s 
story of her encounter with Padre Pio in her own words: 


My name is Ortrud Bianchi and I was born in 1945 in Ronsperg, 
Czech Republic, the youngest of six children. Several months after my 


birth, we settled in a small town in Germany. My parents, Sieplinde and 
Erhard Schumann divorced when I was five years old. There was no 
religious atmosphere in our home but I did receive religious instruction 
in school as well as the sacraments of the Catholic Church. On rare 
occasions, my brother and I attended church. Watching my mother’s 
difficult life as a divorcee convinced me that I would remain single. 

When I was a teenager, my maternal grandmother who lived in 
Austria, died unexpectedly. My mother traveled to the funeral and 
decided to remain in Austria. She realized that life can end abruptly and 
by the grace of God, she began to practice her Catholic faith with great 
fervor, making up for lost time. 

As a result of my mother’s move to Austria, I joined my oldest sister 
and her husband in Landshut, Germany and finished my schooling there. 
I looked forward to school vacations so that I could be with my mother 
in Austria. However, I soon noticed that my mother was on a major 
mission to convert us children. The more she tried to convert us, the 
more our opposition grew. I finally made my mother promise not to 
mention religion to me anymore. Otherwise, I would discontinue my 
visits to her. My mother complied. The next time I saw her, she kept 
silent about her faith in God. When it was time to say goodbye, she 
handed me a small pamphlet to take home with me. On the cover of it 
was a picture of Jesus. That was a dead giveaway to me that it was a 
religious pamphlet, therefore boring and a waste of time to read. But I 
took it anyway, in order to avoid an argument. 

Months passed and Easter vacation was about to begin. The 
pamphlet! Suddenly I remembered. Without fail my mother’s first 
question when I entered her house would be to ask me how I liked it. 
The easiest solution would be to read just one small page and then I 
would be off the hook. 

I was home alone and opened the pamphlet randomly. It was from 
the diary of the Polish nun, Sister (now Saint) Faustina Kowalska. My 
eyes fell on the text where Jesus explained to Sister Faustina that His 
mercy was greater than any human or angelic mind could ever fathom. 
Jesus invited every soul, no matter how sinful, to draw close to His 


merciful heart. The words hit me like lightning. Jesus loves me! Why be 
indifferent to the One who loves me more than I can ever imagine? 
Overwhelmed by deep emotions of contrition, I felt a force that brought 
me to my knees. I began to cry and I repeated over and over, “Jesus, 
from now on I want to be your friend.” The next morning, Sunday, I got 
up and got ready for church while a puzzled and disbelieving sister and 
brother-in-law looked on. I made my way to church for confession and 
Mass. I never missed another Sunday Mass after that and I began to pray 
for all of the members of my family. 

By July 1964, I lived with my mother in Austria. Two years later, 
my youngest brother and his fiancé were meeting the rest of the family 
in Rome for their wedding. They mailed the necessary documents for 
the wedding to Rome and made sure that they were certified, insured 
and registered. The documents for their wedding disappeared and were 
never found. Because of that, they were not able to get married. While 
everyone was devastated that there would be no wedding, my mother 
cheerfully announced that she had “Plan B.” A friend had recently 
informed her of a holy monk, Padre Pio, who had the stigmata and lived 
in San Giovanni Rotondo. What a perfect opportunity it would be to 
visit him, since everyone was already in Rome. As we traveled to Padre 
Pio’s monastery, I became more and more excited at the thought of 
seeing a saint. 

Our first experience was to be present for the opening of the church 
doors at 4:50 a.m. for Padre Pio’s 5:00 a.m. Mass. People started to push 
and shove, causing my brother-in-law to lose his shoe. Another person’s 
glasses flew off. Inside the church, people were racing down the middle 
aisle and jumping over the pews. It was like a sports event. 

Then Padre Pio entered the sanctuary. He looked old, weak and even 
sickly. I could tell that he was suffering and I felt sorry for him. I 
thought it would be better for him to have some bed rest rather than to 
be surrounded by people who seemed more devoted to him than to Jesus 
and Mary. “Why do these people bother Padre Pio, trying to talk to him 
and touch him?” I said to myself. “I think they are on the wrong track. 
They are misled. Don’t they know that we have Jesus in the Blessed 


Sacrament? We don’t have to run after a person!” 

I watched Padre Pio celebrate Mass and nothing extraordinary 
happened. Somehow, I expected holiness to be radiating from him that 
would at least cause me to have some goosebumps. Nothing happened 
inside of me. My final resolve was that I had seen Padre Pio once and 
that was good enough. There was no need to return to San Giovanni 
Rotondo again. 

Two years later, my mother and a young man who was a fellow 
member of the Legion of Mary and I made a pilgrimage to the shrine of 
Our Lady of Loreto in Italy. We had a wonderful time there. My mother 
suggested that we drive to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. It 
was a distance of at least 230 miles and there were no highways at that 
time to get there, only small country roads. I told my mother that our car 
was too old and unreliable to make the trip. Besides, she had already 
seen Padre Pio. However, all my reasoning with my mother was to no 
avail. She told me that if I would not take her, she would walk the 
distance by herself. I told my mother that I would take her but only 
because I was a good daughter. 

It wasn’t too long before our 1949 Volkswagen broke down. Our 
friend from the Legion of Mary had to hitchhike back to the previous 
town. Since he did not speak Italian, he had to try to explain in sign 
language, the car parts he needed to purchase in order to fix our car. My 
mother and I sat in a ditch as we prayed the Rosary and waited for him 
to return. 

It took several hours to get the car running again. About 9:00 p.m. 
the car broke down a second time. There was no mechanic shop 
anywhere near and by now, everything was closed. We grabbed our few 
belongings, locked the car, and hitchhiked through the night to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. When we reached the monastery at 5:00 a.m., my 
mother was overjoyed and made a solemn proclamation, “Isn’t God 
good! We have arrived on time for Holy Mass.” After Mass, we met a 
German lady on the plaza in front of the church. She knew how to get 
tickets to go to confession to Padre Pio and how to get tickets to enter 
the sacristy where Padre Pio passed after the morning confessions. 


My mother obtained tickets and the next morning, along with about 
fifteen other women, we were ushered into the old sacristy. It was no big 
deal for me. This time around I knew better than to expect anything. I 
knew that Padre Pio was just a human being. Yes, he might be a saint, 
but I felt it was selfish to bother him the way the people did. “I will just 
play the game along with my mother,” I said to myself. 

The door opened and there stood Padre Pio. We all knelt down for 
his blessing as he passed in front of each person. He stopped in front of 
my mother, looked at her and blessed her. I was next. He then placed his 
hand on my head. My whole body felt that touch. It felt like electricity 
going through my body and at the same time my soul was touched. I 
can’t explain what happened but I knew that something had taken place. 
I knew that a strong bond, a deep spiritual relationship between Padre 
Pio and myself had been established. He had become my spiritual father 
and I had become his adopted spiritual daughter. I ran outside the 
church and started to cry. 

Back in Austria, I could not stop talking about Padre Pio. My two 
sisters, brother, brother-in-law, mother and I decided, only three weeks 
after my return from San Giovanni Rotondo, to take a trip together to 
see Padre Pio. Being back in San Giovanni Rotondo felt like being in 
Heaven and the days we spent there were pure happiness. We stayed for 
several weeks. I finally realized that the people who came to the 
monastery to see Padre Pio were not selfish like I had first thought. They 
were there for the same reason that I was there. Without even saying 
anything, Padre Pio was taking us closer to Jesus. Just looking at Padre 
Pio made you want to love Jesus more. He was like a magnet, drawing 
people closer and closer to God. 

The morning of August 25, 1966 was our planned departure and we 
packed all of our luggage in the trunk for our return trip back to Austria. 
At that moment, I decided to stay in San Giovanni Rotondo and I 
removed my bag from the car. As a religious education teacher, I still 
had three weeks of vacation left and I wanted to stay as long as possible. 
My family tried to reason with me and said to me, “You don’t know the 
Italian language. You don’t have money for a hotel. You don’t have 


money for the train ticket back to Austria. You do not even have enough 
money for food!” “I am twenty-one years old and I can make my own 
decisions,” I replied. I loved Padre Pio (Gust like all those crazy Italian 
women) and all I cared about was to be near him. 

After I said goodbye to my family, I went back to the church to pray. 
When I was near Padre Pio, all of my earthly desires seemed to 
disappear. Being close to him was like being on a retreat. During the 
afternoon, I asked about lodging but could not find anything in my price 
range. I asked the German lady who had befriended me if she knew of a 
place I could stay overnight but she did not know of anything. 

After the evening Benediction service, everyone had to leave as the 
church doors were locked. Slowly, with my bag over my shoulder, I 
made my way across the plaza. My happy feeling made way for a 
pressing question, “What now? Where do I sleep?” I did not have 
money for a hotel and the idea of sleeping out in the open air under the 
stars made me nervous. Not only were there snakes in the area, but also 
stray dogs. 

I uttered a short prayer to Padre Pio, “Dear Padre Pio, I have never 
prayed to you for myself but now I need your help. Please help me to 
find a place to sleep tonight!” As I finished my cry for help, I noticed 
that a young man who was sitting on a bench under a tree, got up and 
started walking toward me. We talked for a few minutes and then I 
informed him that I had to be on my way for I had to find a place to stay 
for the night. He asked me to wait on the bench underneath the tree and 
he would be back soon. With no place to go, the bench seemed very 
inviting. 

Fifteen minutes passed and then he returned. “Come, follow me,” he 
said. “I found a place for you to stay.” We headed down a hill to the first 
house across from the monastery. He led me into the house, down the 
stairs and opened the door to a room furnished with three beds. Pointing 
to the bed on the right he said, “This one is yours. It is fifty cents a 
night.” I thanked him and he left. Shortly after, there was a knock at the 
door. To my surprise, it was the young man again. He handed me two 
paper bags, smiled and said, “This is for you. Good night.” Inside the 


bags were two delicious sandwiches, an apple and a pear. My mind was 
racing. How did he know that I had not eaten a meal that day? 

The next morning an Italian lady who stayed at the same residence 
invited me to a little room and served me a big dish of pasta with bread 
and wine. “Mangia, mangia,” (eat, eat) she said but I really did not need 
any encouragement and J ate all the food. 

That day I ran into the young man again. I learned that he was an 
American studying medicine in Rome. He had arrived in Rome in 
August but his school was closed until September. He felt inspired to 
spend his free time in San Giovanni Rotondo near Padre Pio. 

There was no lack of German-speaking pilgrims at the monastery 
and one day I met a woman named Adelinde from Austria. She urged 
me to pray for her intention. She confided to me that she was anxious 
about traveling alone and that she would like Padre Pio to send her a 
traveling companion for her return trip back to Austria. 

I told her that her worries were over. Padre Pio had answered her 
prayers and she was looking at her traveling companion. The idea 
popped into my mind that it would be great to have a man in the car, in 
case we had a flat tire. Adelinde agreed and the American was offered a 
free ride to Rome, which he accepted. 

Leaving San Giovanni Rotondo the following week was extremely 
painful to me. The thought of returning soon was the only thing that 
made it bearable. The three of us traveled to Rome together and once in 
Rome, Adelinde had some business to take care of and excused herself 
for a half-hour. 

While waiting in the car for Adelinde to return, I suggested to the 
American that we pray the Rosary together. I led the first part of the 
Hail Mary in German and he answered in English. Adelinde came back 
and we continued our journey. On the way to the hotel to drop off the 
American, I felt a hand on my right shoulder. It was the American. The 
strange thing was that it did not feel like a human hand. I experienced 
the exact same powerful feeling in my body as when Padre Pio put his 
hand on my head. The feeling lasted as long as the young man’s hand 
was on my shoulder. Before leaving the car, he handed me a piece of 


paper with his name and address and he asked for mine. The card he 
handed me said, “Germain Bianchi, Yonkers, New York.” 

It took two more days for me to get back to my home in Austria. 
Several days after I returned, the doorbell rang and when I opened the 
door, there stood the American. I wanted to introduce him to my mother 
but I could not remember his name. Just three weeks later, he returned 
once again. Traveling such a long distance to see me, alarmed me, so I 
had a talk with him. 

I began by saying, “I am not interested in any close relationships. I 
am very happy being single and I want to remain single. I don’t want to 
divide my love for Jesus. I like to go to church whenever I please and 
pray. I love being a religious education teacher. I would never want to 
take the chance of getting married. These days people make promises 
and later it is a different story.” 

Germain listened and after a pause, he responded to each point I had 
made. He said to me, “You are very happy to be single but it is also 
possible to be happy as a married person. You should never divide your 
love for Jesus. Neither would I. Rather we would help each other to love 
Jesus more and more. And I would never be unfaithful to you. You have 
my word.” 

“Ortrud, stick to your principles,” I said to myself. “Don’t give in. 
Don’t get weak!” But I could feel my heart softening just a bit. “Why 
are we discussing marriage?” I said to Germain. “I don’t even know you 
and you don’t know me.” “I know you well enough,” Germain said, 
“that I would like to ask you to marry me. When we were sitting in the 
car and you asked me to pray the Rosary with you, you were the first 
girl that ever asked me to pray the Rosary. I knew then that I wanted 
you to be my wife.” 

The next day Germain took a train to San Giovanni Rotondo. In 
confession, he told Padre Pio that he met a girl that he wanted to marry 
but that she was not sure about him. Padre Pio, a man of few words, 
advised him, “Marry her and prepare well for your marriage.” Germain 
heard what he wanted to hear but I still needed my own sign. 

At Christmas time, I went to San Giovanni Rotondo and Germain 


was there with me. I wanted to ask Padre Pio about marrying Germain. 
One day I happened to have an excellent position in the front row of a 
crowded sacristy. There were many other women there as well. Padre 
Pio would be passing within two feet of me and at that time I planned on 
speaking to him about Germain. 

Brother Joseph Pius, one of the Capuchins who lived at the 
monastery, approached me and motioned for me to follow him. I told 
him that I was in an excellent spot to talk to Padre Pio but he insisted 
that I go with him. I was not thrilled to give up my good place in the 
front row but I followed Brother Joseph Pius. He led me through the big 
church, unlocked the door to the monastery and gave me orders to wait 
there in the middle of a long hallway. A few minutes later he reappeared 
with Germain, whom he had found in the upstairs hallway waiting with 
the men for Padre Pio to pass by. He told Germain to stand next to me 
and then he left without any explanation. 

Before we could figure out who had arranged this interesting 
happening, the door at the end of the hallway opened and Padre Pio, 
aided by two friars, entered. Knowing that Padre Pio could see into the 
souls of people, my first reaction was to look down toward the floor and 
avoid eye contact. Instead, I looked straight into his beautiful brown 
eyes the entire time he was walking slowly toward us. When he reached 
us, he stopped. He put his hand on Germain’s head, then on my head 
and with one blessing, he blessed us both together. No words were 
spoken, no angel appeared, but I received my sign. I knew at that 
moment that Germain and I were meant to be together and to marry. 

I continued to visit Padre Pio every time I had a vacation. On August 
15, 1967, Germain and I became officially engaged. Germain had an 
engagement ring made for me from a gold miraculous medal surrounded 
by tiny pearls. Padre Pio kept the ring in his room for many days and 
blessed it in time for our engagement. 

Our wedding was on the Feast of the Assumption, August 15, 1968. 
Padre Pio no longer performed weddings in his later years due to his 
poor health but he was taken in his wheelchair to meet us before the 
wedding ceremony began. Germain thanked him for everything. Padre 


Pio blessed our wedding rings and gave us his blessing. Then he tapped 
me three times on my head. I felt as though he had opened a valve inside 
of me for I felt a happiness that was indescribable. By the end of the day 
I said, “God has to take this feeling away for I feel my heart is ready to 
burst with joy.” 

Our wedding took place in the church of Our Lady of Grace where 
Padre Pio had received the stigmata, celebrated Mass for most of his 
life, and heard daily confessions. Father Ermelindo celebrated the 
wedding Mass. In the afternoon, Brother Joseph Pius and Father 
Ermelindo surprised us at the wedding reception with their presence. 
Brother Joseph Pius made this announcement to us: “Germain and 
Ortrud, I hope you will enjoy this wedding gift from Padre Pio. Because 
he is often sick, he no longer signs pictures or cards. Instead, we sign 
them for him. I asked him what I should write on the back of this picture 
of Our Lady of Grace and Padre Pio answered me, “Give me the picture 
and let me sign it myself.” Padre Pio wrote, “Maria vi tenga stretta nel 
sua amore.” (May the Virgin Mary hold you tightly in her love.) For our 
honeymoon we did not go to a beach resort or vacation spot. We stayed 
in San Giovanni Rotondo for several weeks, the best place on earth. 

One month after our wedding, we heard the very sad news that 
Padre Pio had died. We went to San Giovanni Rotondo to attend the 
funeral. As we stood in line to pass by Padre Pio’s coffin and pay our 
last respects, an Italian woman kept tapping me on the shoulder, 
advising me to ask Padre Pio for something when I paused at his casket. 
I did what she suggested. As I stood at his coffin, I prayed, “Padre Pio, 
please bless our marriage with a child.” Nine months later, our first son 
was born. It is said that our prayers are often answered in a more 
abundant way than what we ask. We were blessed with eight beautiful 
children, the last being twins. The twins were born on the feast of Our 
Lady of Grace, the patroness of San Giovanni Rotondo. Padre Pio didn’t 
just bring us together, he has taken care of us ever since. His fatherly 
care and love has been with us for these forty years of married life. 

Padre Pio, we love you. Padre Pio, we thank you. Padre Pio, we 
need you to pray to God for us till we shall meet again. 


He has made everything beautiful in its time. Also, he has put 
eternity in their hearts, except that no one can fathom the work that God 
does from beginning to end. I know that nothing is better for them than 
to rejoice, and to do good in their lives. 

— Ecclesiastes 3:11-12 


Padre Pio never left the friary - for about 50 years. He never went 
on a vacation. His many sufferings and work as a priest wore him out 
and exhausted him but he prayed, meditated, contemplated and adored 
Jesus in the Eucharist. He spent his holidays with his Rosary in his 
hands, in church with his eyes fixed on the image of Our Lady of Grace. 
He rested, praying. “Rest awhile,” Jesus repeats to us, which means 
simply, “Remain with me awhile.” ... Padre Pio gives us the example. 

— Father Antonio Del Gaudio 


CHAPTER 45 


Kevin Hale 


We corresponded with Kevin Hale, who lives in Chicago, Illinois. 


The following is Kevin’s story: 


I spent a week in San Giovanni Rotondo in 1965 and had the honor 
to attend Padre Pio’s Mass on my twenty-first birthday, January 8, 1965. 
There were not many visitors to the monastery at that time of year. I got 
up every morning while it was still dark and was able to enter the church 
about 4:30 a.m. The Mass began at 5:00 a.m. Padre Pio’s Mass was 
unforgettable, with long silent pauses in which Padre Pio appeared to be 
in ecstasy. He took off his half-gloves during the Mass and from my 
vantage point where I was sitting in the transept of the church, I was 
able to clearly see the stigmatization of his hands. 

One day I bought a crucifix in a religious goods store and took it 
with me to the Mass. Afterward, Padre Pio received the men in the 
sacristy and then we were invited into the monastery where Padre Pio 
came to bless each of us. As he passed in front of me, I extended my 
hand with the crucifix. He blessed the crucifix and kissed it and then 


pressed it to my lips to kiss. Then I kissed Padre Pio’s hand. Suddenly, I 
could smell a strong sweet fragrance that I would describe as a mixture 
of cinnamon and roses. It was a powerful aroma and it stayed with me 
for about forty-five minutes after Padre Pio left. 

One morning I went into the church to make a visit to Our Lord in 
the Blessed Sacrament. As I was leaving, I looked up and saw Padre Pio 
at his place in the choir. He looked down at me and smiled. He held up 
his Rosary for me to see and pointed at it. I took my Rosary out and held 
it for him to see. I knew that he was encouraging me to pray the Rosary. 

One night before going to sleep at my hotel, I prayed and asked my 
guardian angel to go to Padre Pio and tell him of all my spiritual needs. 
The following night I joined the villagers outside in the square below 
Padre Pio’s cell. They gathered there every evening to bid goodnight to 
Padre Pio. He came to the window and gave everyone his blessing and 
spoke to the group in Italian. I asked the woman next to me who spoke 
English to tell me what Padre Pio said. She told me that Padre Pio said 
that he had been kept awake the previous night by a guardian angel from 
America. 

I would describe Padre Pio as serious yet approachable. My 
impression of him was that he was a man totally immersed in God and 
God in him. The experience of meeting Padre Pio deepened my faith in 
a very real way. 


The angel of the Lord encamps around those who fear him, and he 
delivers them. 
-Psalm 34:7 


Padre Pio understood modern man and he loved him very much. He 
was demanding and exacting because he was convinced that we cannot 
be Christians by halves. Man today lives in a world of materialism and 
hedonism. Padre Pio knew all that. In his prayer, he prayed to God for 
the conversion of humanity. He made the gospel teaching of love for 
God and for our neighbor, the foundation of his life. 


— Father Domenico Serini 


CHAPTER 46 
Father Jogues Constance, OFM Cap 


The testimony below is taken from the excellent book “201 
Inspirational Stories of the Eucharist” by Sister Patricia Proctor, 
O.S.C. Sister Patricia is a cloistered Poor Clare nun who lives with her 
religious community in the Franciscan Monastery of St. Clare in 
Spokane, Washington. We contacted Sister Patricia and she happily 
agreed to let us share the beautiful story of Father Constance with you. 


In the summer of 1958, I completed studies in canon law at the 
Urban University in Rome. After that, with another American Capuchin, 
Father Reynold Rynda, I went to San Giovanni Rotondo in Italy to visit 
Father Dominic Meyer, who was a secretary at the time to our confrere, 
Padre Pio. The Padre received bags of mail from around the world daily 
and was loved by many people. Father Dominic arranged that both of us 
should serve Mass for Padre Pio. It was Sunday morning, June 29, 1958, 
ten years before Padre Pio’s death. 

I clearly remember the experience of that day. The Mass, which was 
before the Second Vatican Council, was in Latin, and Padre Pio 
celebrated facing forward, where a large crucifix hung. His Mass that 


day, without a homily, lasted one hour. There were some periods of 
what might be described as raptures, when Padre Pio, with eyes open, 
seemed to be witnessing the events of the Upper Room and of Calvary. 
At the lavabo of the Mass, or the hand-washing ceremony, I poured 
water over the sacred stigmata. In the sacristy, I kissed his hand. 

As a priest myself, I have been offering Mass every day for fifty 
years. The experience of the Mass of Padre Pio still inspires me with 
devotion and reverence. 


May Jesus be the only center of all our aspirations. May he comfort 
us when we are sad, support us with his grace, illuminate our minds and 
warm our hearts with renewed love for him. This is a synthesis of all the 
vows that I make before Jesus for you and for me. May Jesus in his 
infinite goodness, hear and satisfy these vows. 

-St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


Give to God the remaining years of your life. Beg God to use them 
in the kind of life that is pleasing to him. 
— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 47 


Vincent Falco 


Some time back a friend called me and told me that Vincent Falco 
wanted someone to record his memories of meeting Padre Pio in 1956. 
Vincent has many talents but he was convinced that writing his own 
story (English is his second language) was not his strong point. 

I had heard of Vincent Falco and was familiar with the small yellow 
booklets of Padre Pio that he printed. I had seen them in the free 
literature racks in many parishes, not only in my home state of 
California but in other states as well. 

My husband Ron and I were able to travel to Miami, Florida to visit 
Vincent. We were very impressed by his generous and loving spirit and 
by the work he has accomplished for Padre Pio. I would describe 
Vincent as a humble and deeply spiritual man, with a heart of gold. We 
turned on our little tape recorder and he started his story from the 
beginning. Later, Ron returned to Miami to visit Vincent for a few days 
and to continue the dialogue. 


Vincent Falco was born in 1929 in Naples, Italy. His childhood 
consisted mostly of hard work and long hours spent in helping his 
parents in the family lime kiln business. Vincent remembers vividly the 
process of placing heavy stones in an elevator where they were taken to 
a kiln and baked until they turned to lime powder. In Vincent’s young 
years, education was not mandatory. Because he was always needed at 


the limestone factory, he was never able to go past the first grade. 

Vincent moved to the United States in 1951 when he was twenty- 
one years old. In 1954, he was drafted into the U. S. Army and stationed 
in Germany for two years. When his tour of duty was completed, he 
decided to spend several months visiting his relatives in Naples. By this 
time, the Falco family had exchanged the lime kiln business for a coffee 
bar. He wanted to help with the family business in Naples and 
“Americanize” it before returning to his home in Miami, Florida. He 
had learned a lot about business strategies while living in the U.S. and 
he believed that his knowledge would be an asset to his family. 

As Vincent spent his days working at the coffee bar, one of the girls 
who had been hired to be a cashier and waitress, caused him a great deal 
of concern. He did not know if her problem was physical, mental, or 
spiritual, but she had a problem, that was for sure. She was obviously 
unhappy and her behavior was erratic and unpredictable. She often had 
an angry and fiery look in her eyes which was disturbing to Vincent. She 
did not look well physically. He knew that the girl needed help and he 
wanted to find help for her. 

Vincent’s friend, Gennaro, suggested that he travel to Sorrento to 
consult a well-known and well-respected psychic about the girl’s 
problems. The psychic had helped the police on a number of occasions 
to solve complicated crimes. Vincent took his friend’s advice. When he 
arrived in Sorrento, the psychic told him that he no longer counseled or 
advised people as he had done in the past. He explained to Vincent that 
he felt that the Lord did not want him to use his gifts and abilities for 
that purpose anymore. He told Vincent that there was one person who 
might be able to help him. He was a holy priest, a saint, who lived in a 
monastery in the small town of San Giovanni Rotondo. His name was 
Padre Pio. He told Vincent that if anyone could give him good advice, it 
would be Padre Pio. 

Although Vincent had never heard of Padre Pio, he decided to visit 
him. The year was 1956 and Vincent was twenty-six years old. He 
would have to take a train to Foggia and then a taxi to San Giovanni 
Rotondo. From the time the man in Sorrento mentioned Padre Pio’s 


name, Vincent felt a kind of urgency to get to San Giovanni Rotondo as 
fast as he could. It did not make sense to him because he did not believe 
that Padre Pio would be able to help him. As Vincent recalled, “When I 
was told about Padre Pio, my first reaction was that he was probably a 
fake. I felt that the girl back in Naples had a physical problem, not a 
spiritual one. I wanted to consult a doctor, not a priest, but I had no 
other options at the time.” 

Although Vincent had been baptized into the Catholic Church, he 
was not a practicing Catholic. He believed in God and in the power of 
prayer, but his Catholic faith was like a distant memory to him. He had 
not seen or spoken to a priest in a long time. He estimated that he would 
spend less than an hour in San Giovanni Rotondo and go straight back 
to Naples. It would undoubtedly be a very short trip. If Padre Pio could 
not supply any answers, he had lost nothing but time, and not very much 
time at that. 

The train trip to Foggia turned out to be quite unique. As Vincent 
recalled, “Something very beautiful happened on the train.” Shortly 
after boarding, he began to cry. He made a great effort to get control of 
himself, but it was impossible. “It was like the Niagara Falls. Buckets of 
tears were falling,” Vincent said. No external event had precipitated the 
emotions. It was a complete mystery to Vincent. There were many other 
passengers on the train and he hoped that no one could see the 
emotional state he was in. But the people on the train noticed Vincent’s 
tears and were staring at him. He was embarrassed, deeply embarrassed. 

Vincent got up from his seat and walked to the back of the train 
where he opened a door that led to a small outdoor platform. He would 
stay out there in the fresh air until he could regain his composure. He 
was not sad and yet he was crying. He was crying and at the same time, 
he felt joyful. His tears were tears of joy. A deep, wonderful joy was 
strangely percolating within his heart. Vincent could not make heads or 
tails of it. He could only experience it. 

When Vincent got off the train in Foggia, he noticed at once the 
wonderful aroma of cappuccino coming from a storefront cafe. He 
always started out his day with coffee and the traditional bread or panini 


so popular in Italy. He approached the cappuccino stand but before he 
could take out his wallet and order a cup, an inward voice seemed to say 
to him, “You do not need that today. Do without your morning coffee 
for once. Get in the taxi and get up the mountain to San Giovanni 
Rotondo as fast as you can. Do not delay.” It was like a command. 
Vincent was never one to skip his morning coffee and yet that is exactly 
what he did. 

The taxi took Vincent right to the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. 
Vincent walked into the church and told one of the Capuchins that he 
had come from Naples because he needed advice from Padre Pio on a 
personal matter. The Capuchin told him that everyone wanted Padre 
Pio’s advice on a personal matter. The only way he would be able to 
speak to Padre Pio would be to take a ticket for confession and wait for 
his number to be called. He was handed ticket number 1,256. 

Vincent’s calculations about spending an hour or so at the monastery 
were way off the mark. For all he knew, he might have to wait several 
days or more. Because he assumed the trip to San Giovanni Rotondo 
would be a short one, Vincent did not bring any extra clothing with him, 
not even a light jacket. What was worse, not thinking that he would 
need to bring any extra money, he had only a few coins in his pocket. 
But he had taken a ticket for the confessional and he had decided that he 
would wait. 

Shortly after his arrival in San Giovanni Rotondo, an unusual feeling 
came over Vincent. He felt a kind of disassociation from all of his 
ordinary concerns and preoccupations. He felt detached from his life, 
from his senses, from his surroundings and from everything else for that 
matter. He didn’t feel like himself. As he analyzed it, he realized that the 
feeling started almost as soon as he stepped out of the taxi and started 
walking toward the church of Our Lady of Grace. 

It was chilly in the mountain air but Vincent did not feel cold. He 
hadn’t eaten but he did not feel hungry. He was not thirsty. He felt lucky 
to have found lodging near the church but when he laid down on the bed 
his first night in San Giovanni Rotondo, he was not sleepy. He did not 
even take his shoes or his clothing off when he went to bed. Vincent 


never got in bed without taking his shoes off. Nobody did. He did not 
know what to make of it. 

Vincent did not know the length of time he was going to have to 
wait to make his confession to Padre Pio, but for some reason, he wasn’t 
concerned about it. It didn’t matter anymore. He wasn’t concerned about 
his lack of money either. In fact, he wasn’t concerned about anything. 
As Vincent recalled, “When I stepped out of that taxi, I lost control of 
my own will. I felt like a puppet. I felt like someone else was pulling the 
strings. I had a feeling of numbness to everything in my environment.” 

The next morning at 5:30 a.m. Vincent attended Padre Pio’s Mass. 
The Mass was held in an outdoor arcade, beside the church. It was very 
crowded for a week day Mass and Vincent had to sit in the very back. 
As a matter of fact, for all of the days that Vincent was to spend in San 
Giovanni Rotondo, he never managed to find a seat close to the altar. 

When Padre Pio came to the altar to celebrate Mass, Vincent was 
deeply impacted. Vincent said, “From the moment I laid eyes on him, I 
believed in him. Everything about him - his expression, his bearing, his 
person, spoke of holiness. He was so humble and so holy. He was too 
holy for this world. And not only that, he was not of this world.” These 
were the strong, first impressions that engraved themselves on Vincent’s 
mind and heart. The thought came to Vincent that even if he managed to 
get a better seat at the Mass, closer to the altar, he would not be able to 
look Padre Pio directly in the eyes. His penetrating gaze would be too 
intimidating. 

If Vincent’s first impression of Padre Pio, even from a distance, was 
unforgettable, the first impression of his Mass was unforgettable as well. 
The prayerfulness of Padre Pio during the Mass was something that one 
would have to witness for himself in order to comprehend. When Padre 
Pio raised the chalice at the Consecration, Vincent saw a shower of 
rainbow-colored light, beautiful in its intensity, radiating out in all 
directions. Every day that Vincent attended Padre Pio’s Mass, he saw 
the dazzling light from his chalice. 

Vincent was overwhelmed by what he had experienced on his first 
day in San Giovanni Rotondo. He felt God’s presence everywhere - the 


prayers recited in the church, the simple and austere monastery of Our 
Lady of Grace, the devotion of the pilgrims, and most of all Padre Pio’s 
Mass. Vincent watched Padre Pio as he left the sanctuary at the 
conclusion of the Mass. He could not take his eyes off of him. He 
walked over to the spot where Padre Pio had passed by and knelt down 
and kissed the ground. He felt blessed even to be kneeling there, in the 
same place where Padre Pio had walked. 

Vincent had no more doubts. He knew that he was very fortunate to 
be in San Giovanni Rotondo, close to Padre Pio. He felt sure that Padre 
Pio would be able to help him find a solution to the problems of the 
employee back in Naples. Vincent knew he was in the right place at the 
right time. He felt extraordinarily lucky. 

While in San Giovanni Rotondo, Vincent waited in the darkness 
every morning at 4:30 a.m. along with many others in order to attend the 
early morning Mass. Vincent found the rudeness of the people and the 
pushing and shoving before Mass, appalling. Occasionally fistfights 
broke out. The conduct of the pilgrims stood in sharp contrast to the 
prayerfulness and reverence with which Padre Pio said the Mass. 

Everyone wanted a souvenir of Padre Pio, better yet a relic. Some 
people carried scissors, hoping that when Padre Pio passed through the 
sacristy, they would be able to snip off a piece of his habit or a strand of 
his hair. The conduct of the pilgrims angered Vincent. It also angered 
and hurt Padre Pio in a way that he could not always hide. His sternness 
was frequently a defense mechanism against the fanaticism of the 
people. Vincent often had the desire to push the people back to protect 
Padre Pio from them. He watched the priests who acted as bodyguards, 
trying to shield Padre Pio from the crowds. They had a difficult job and 
as Vincent saw it, they were very necessary for Padre Pio’s safety. Even 
though Vincent was critical of the pilgrims, he knew that in many ways 
he was a great deal like them. He too wanted a souvenir, a relic. He too 
wanted to speak a word to Padre Pio, to ask his advice, to be close to 
him. 

Every afternoon, Vincent attended the Benediction service 
conducted by Padre Pio. Vincent became acquainted with a man who 


had come from Paris to San Giovanni Rotondo with the hope of meeting 
Padre Pio. He had traveled much of the distance on foot. The man told 
Vincent that he had the greatest desire to get close enough to Padre Pio 
to be able to kiss his hand, to embrace him. Even so, he knew that the 
chances were very slim that he would be able to greet Padre Pio 
personally. 

One day Vincent was standing in the corridor of the monastery, 
waiting with a large group of people for Padre Pio to pass by. He looked 
behind him and saw the man from Paris. Vincent was in a much better 
position to greet Padre Pio than the man from Paris who was further 
back in the crowd. Knowing how much it would mean to the man to be 
near Padre Pio, Vincent called back to him and told him he would 
change places with him. The man readily agreed and hurried up to the 
front where Vincent was standing. Shortly after that, Padre Pio came 
through the corridor. As Padre Pio looked at the many people assembled 
there, his eyes came to rest on Vincent. He paused and stretched his arm 
through the dense crowd and offered Vincent his hand. Later on, as 
Vincent reflected on the incident, it seemed like an impossible feat. How 
was Padre Pio able to stretch his arm so far through that packed crowd 
to the place where Vincent was standing? It was a blessing he would 
never forget. 

Vincent had a lot of time on his hands as the days passed, while he 
waited for his number to be called. He had time to think about all that 
had happened to him since he had arrived at the monastery and even 
before he arrived. He thought about the trip to Sorrento and the urgency 
he felt to see Padre Pio, the first time he heard his name. He thought 
about the unexplainable way he started crying while on the train to 
Foggia. He thought about the deep joy he felt in his heart on the same 
train trip. He remembered the desire he had to get in the taxi without 
even stopping for coffee. It was like “a magnet pulling him to the 
monastery.” He thought about the feeling of being detached from 
everything and everybody and the sense of peace he felt when he was in 
the church of Our Lady of Grace. At first, it had been a mystery to him 
but now it was all beginning to make sense. 


Vincent knew now that it was Padre Pio who had been calling to 
him from the very beginning of the journey. It was no accident that he 
was in San Giovanni Rotondo. He was right where he was supposed to 
be. His time at the monastery had already been fruitful in many ways. 
He felt the blessings of being in such a holy place. He was happy now to 
wait for his number to be called and he did not care how long he had to 
wait. He knew it would be worth it. 

On the eleventh day of Vincent’s stay in San Giovanni Rotondo, his 
ticket number was called and he was finally able to go to confession to 
Padre Pio. At that time, the men’s confessions were face to face. A 
kneeler was provided right beside the chair where Padre Pio was seated. 
Confessions to Padre Pio were characteristically short, no more than five 
minutes and often less. Due to the large numbers of people waiting, the 
individual confessions had to be of short duration. And yet, the time 
sufficed. A few words from Padre Pio were sufficient to impart the 
spiritual direction that so many of the pilgrims were seeking. 

When Vincent entered the confessional, he felt calm and well- 
prepared. He was not afraid to make his confession to the celebrated 
priest. He had been looking forward to it. He had many days in San 
Giovanni Rotondo to reflect on his life and prepare for this moment. He 
knew that Padre Pio was a man, totally possessed by Jesus Christ. He 
knew it from the first moment he saw him. Jesus was living and working 
in him, using him for His divine purposes. During his confession, 
Vincent felt impelled to keep his eyes lowered. So much spiritual power 
was radiating from Padre Pio that he did not have the courage to look at 
him. 

Vincent had many things he wanted to say to Padre Pio but for some 
reason, the words would not come. He wanted to tell Padre Pio that he 
had been away from the sacraments for a long time and he was now 
ready to make his life right with God. He wanted to confess his sins and 
to receive forgiveness. He had only been to confession once before and 
that was when he was seven years old. At that time, he had run away 
from the confessional in fear and had to be coaxed back by a relative. It 
had been so long since he had been to Mass that he could not even 


remember. His desire was to receive Holy Communion from Padre Pio 
before he returned to Naples. Now, suddenly, he was ready to reform his 
life. 

Although Vincent could not find the words to speak to Padre Pio, it 
did not seem to be an obstacle in communication. Padre Pio was reading 
Vincent’s mind and responding to his thoughts, just as he was thinking 
them. He said to Vincent, “I cannot give you Holy Communion. You 
must go back to where you came from.” Vincent understood that Padre 
Pio was telling him that he must return, not to Naples, but to his home in 
Miami. 

Padre Pio tapped Vincent three times and then showed him a little 
wooden statue of St. Michael the Archangel that he was holding. “St. 
Michael wants to protect you,” he said. He pointed to the snake that was 
under St. Michael’s foot, a symbol of the power of St. Michael to crush 
Satan’s power. “You have been running from the devil for a long time. 
But if you do not stop what you are doing, the devil will have you!” 
Padre Pio said. The confession was over. 

After Vincent left the church and walked out into the noonday sun, 
he realized that he had completely forgotten to ask Padre Pio for advice 
on how to help the girl who was working at the family coffee bar back 
in Naples. That was the reason why he had come to this far away 
monastery and why he had waited without proper clothing or sufficient 
money for eleven days. He wanted to help his employee who was so 
obviously in need of some type of healing. He had a natural inclination 
to be of assistance whenever he saw people in need. How could he have 
forgotten to ask Padre Pio about her? And yet, when he entered the 
confessional, everything disappeared from his mind except the desire to 
be reconciled to God. Nothing else seemed of any importance. 

That evening, Vincent agonized as he went over in his mind, every 
detail of the short confession which really turned out to be no confession 
at all. He would not be able to received Holy Communion the next 
morming from Padre Pio’s hands at Mass. He had not received 
absolution from Padre Pio either. He was going back to Miami but his 
sins were still with him, weighing on him. He reasoned that his soul 


must be in a pretty sorry state, considering what had happened in the 
confessional. He was so hurt by the experience that his despair became 
extreme. 

That night, Vincent cried himself to sleep. Whether a dream or a 
vision, as Vincent was sleeping, Padre Pio spoke to him with great 
tenderness and said, “You have misunderstood me, my son.” Vincent 
knew that Padre Pio was speaking about what had transpired in the 
confessional. A wonderful peace filled Vincent’s heart and the painful 
emotions that had played havoc on him earlier, vanished. 

When Vincent got up the next morning, he had a sense of well-being 
and peace. Being in San Giovanni Rotondo had been a spiritual 
experience that he could never have anticipated. But Padre Pio was 
right. It was time to go home. He knew that he had been helped 
immensely by meeting Padre Pio and he was profoundly grateful. 

Vincent returned to Miami and devoted his time and energy to 
establishing a business. He worked long hours at construction and 
plumbing jobs and saved as much money as he could. On the day “Falco 
Sprinklers” opened its doors to the public, Vincent was elated. Through 
hard work and many sacrifices, he was finally able to own his own 
business. The two-story plumbing and sprinkler shop was attractive and 
modern in every way. Falco Sprinklers became a lucrative and 
efficiently run business. 

One day a friend asked Vincent to deliver a gift to a resident in a 
nearby convalescent home. When Vincent inquired at the front desk of 
the convalescent home, he was told that the person no longer lived there. 
“Well, as long as I am here,” Vincent said, “is there someone else living 
here who might enjoy a visit?” “Yes,” said the secretary, “There are two 
young men here who would appreciate a visit. Neither friends nor 
family ever come to see them.” She led Vincent to the room of Robert 
Hagy and John Orlando. Both were in their early 20’s and both were 
paralyzed. 

The secretary had been right. Robert and John seemed to come alive 
having a visitor to talk to and Vincent enjoyed the conversation as well. 
They told him that he was the first person who had ever come to visit 


them in the convalescent home. Robert, who had been injured in an auto 
accident, had been in the facility for one and a half years. They invited 
Vincent to come again and visit when he could. 

Whenever he was in the area, Vincent would stop and visit Robert 
and John, often bringing them good things to eat as a break from the 
bland hospital food. As time passed, Vincent became good friends with 
both of them. The convalescent home they lived in was gloomy and run 
down and as time passed, Vincent noticed that the two young men were 
not getting the physical care they needed. For one thing, they were never 
taken out of bed. They never had any kind of recreation or physical 
therapy and they never went outside to enjoy the fresh air and sunshine. 
Vincent wanted to help them. He set out to find another place for them 
to live, a better facility, something that was clean and cheerful, some 
place where they could be happy. 

Vincent was certain that it would be easy to find another facility for 
Robert and John. But as he looked in the surrounding area and beyond, 
he found out that it was not easy. It was impossible. There was nothing 
even remotely suitable to fit their price range and their needs. “I looked 
for someone to take care of them and I found out that someone was 
going to be me,” Vincent said. It was nothing he could have ever 
anticipated. 

After much thought, prayer, and careful planning, Vincent decided 
to convert his business, “Falco Sprinklers,” into a nursing home for the 
disabled. He named it Casa Padre Pio. A lot of people thought he was 
crazy to take such a step. He had worked so hard to build up his 
business and it was finally paying off. Casa Padre Pio would be a giant 
step backwards in every way. It could easily be a financial disaster. But 
Vincent did not care about financial success the way he had in times 
past. He felt that God was calling him to take this step. He explained his 
plans to his wife and she supported him. Meeting Robert and John in the 
convalescent home had not been a coincidence; it had been a God- 
incidence. 

When Vincent told Robert and John his plans, they couldn’t have 
been more surprised. Both of them were elated at the news. Robert Hagy 


and John Orlando became the first residents in Vincent’s nursing home 
and in time, more disabled men would follow. Some were double 
amputees, some were quadriplegic, some were paraplegic. Almost all, 
had been forgotten by friends and family. To the new residents, Casa 
Padre Pio became their true home. 

Vincent wanted the young men who came to Casa Padre Pio to 
learn a trade, with the goal of eventually becoming self-sufficient. He 
taught them to clean and repair sprinkler heads and to do simple 
plumbing and machinery tasks. They worked right from their hospital 
beds and wheelchairs. They were happy to be busy and to finally be 
earning a little money. 

Nine years after he opened the doors of Casa Padre Pio, all of the 
residents had become self-sufficient and had left to live on their own. 
Casa Padre Pio had served its purpose and finally, it closed its doors for 
good. But faith tells us that God does not close a door without opening 
another. There was still work for Vincent to do, important work. God’s 
timing is always right and more opportunities were to come in the 
future. More doors would open. There were more people to serve. 

In 1989, thirty-three years after he met Padre Pio, Vincent was 
cleaning out the utility room in his home one day when he came across a 
small prayer booklet he had purchased in 1956 while in San Giovanni 
Rotondo. Simply titled, Padre Pio, the booklet contained many of Padre 
Pio’s thoughts on the spiritual life taken from his letters and spiritual 
counsels. He has met many priests through the years but none of them 
inspired him like Padre Pio had. 

As Vincent read through the booklet, he came across a beautiful 
Christmas meditation that Padre Pio had written on the Nativity of 
Jesus: 


You know well that at the birth of our Lord, the shepherds 
heard the angelic and divine chants of the heavenly spirits. The 
scriptures say so. But they do not say that his Virgin Mother and 
St. Joseph, who were nearer to the Child, heard the voices of 
angels or saw those miracles of splendor. On the contrary, they 


heard the Child weeping and saw by the light of a poor lantern, 
the eyes of the Divine Child all bathed in tears, in sighs and 
shivering with cold. Now I ask you, would you not have 
preferred to have been in the dark stable, filled with the cries of 
the little Child, rather than to have been with the shepherds, 
beside yourself with joy over those sweet melodies from Heaven 
and the beauties of this wonderful splendor? 


Vincent was so inspired by the Christmas meditation written by 
Padre Pio that the thought came to him to print the little booklet himself 
so that others could enjoy the inspirational words, just like he had. But 
how could he? He did not know the first thing about printing. Even the 
thought of trying to print the booklet himself was intimidating to him. 
He felt it would be impossible. 

In 1992, one of Vincent’s friends was setting up a newspaper press 
and Vincent volunteered to help him. In turn for his free labor, he asked 
his friend to teach him the fundamentals of printing and it was agreed 
on. Two years later, Vincent converted his living room into a print shop 
and began producing the Padre Pio booklets from his home. He prints 
the books in English, Spanish, Portuguese and Italian and always makes 
an effort to keep a large surplus on hand for the big orders that come in. 
He has had as many as 700,000 on hand. 

Vincent’s parish priest heard from one of his parishioners that 
Vincent had experienced a deep conversion back to his faith through the 
intercession of the Virgin Mary. One day, the priest came to Vincent’s 
home to visit. He had one of the little Padre Pio booklets that Vincent 
produced in his hand. He asked Vincent if it was true that he had 
experienced the presence of the Virgin. “It is true,’ Vincent replied. 
“But it makes no sense,” said the priest. “You have not been a church 
going man for most of your life. As a matter of fact, you have only 
recently started attending Mass on a regular basis. I, on the other hand, 
have been serving the Lord my whole life. I have been a priest for more 
than thirty-five years. I celebrate Mass daily. I pray and I visit the sick 
and there has never been a time that I did not live out my Christian 


commitment. Why would the Blessed Virgin honor you with a visitation 
and not me?” the priest asked indignantly. 

The priest was beginning to get angry and Vincent did not want to 
get into an argument with him. He tried to remain calm. “I can’t answer 
your question,” Vincent said. “I truly don’t know why the Blessed 
Mother came to me. I didn’t do anything to deserve it. And you are 
right. I have spent a number of years away from the church. Since you 
are so close to the Blessed Mother, why don’t you ask her yourself? ’'m 
sure she will answer you.” 

Vincent prays to the Blessed Mother every day. “Our Mother is so 
beautiful,” he reminds people. “She is a beggar. She begs for our love.” 
Many times a day, Vincent pauses before a beautiful statue of the 
Immaculate Conception in his home, her hands outstretched in blessing. 
“Hugs and kisses, Mother,” he often repeats. 

While Vincent is praying, he is printing. The thousands of booklets 
he cranks out on a regular basis have taken a toll on his equipment. He 
is now on his fourth printing machine. To date, Vincent has sent the 
Padre Pio booklets to twenty-seven countries and has printed and 
distributed more than four million copies worldwide. He prints them at 
his own expense, asking only for postage. Printed across the front page 
of the booklet are the words, “Not to be sold.” The amount of money he 
has spent from his own funds through the years to produce the booklets 
is something that he will not reveal. 

Most of the orders Vincent receives are from people who place the 
booklets in the free literature racks in their parishes. While many 
parishes welcome the little publication, many parishes do not. “I do not 
care if 99 percent of the booklets are thrown away,” Vincent said, and 
he knows that a lot of them are. He is convinced that the power of Padre 
Pio’s words, recorded in the pages of the booklet, has helped and will 
continue to help countless souls. 

Vincent has heard a number of impressive testimonies regarding the 
spiritual renewal that many have experienced from reading the Padre 
Pio prayer booklet. One lady called from Massachusetts to tell Vincent 
that her son, who was an attorney and also an alcoholic, was given one 


of the booklets and it caused him to completely reform his life. He has 
been sober ever since. 

On another occasion, a man from New Jersey called Vincent in the 
middle of the night. There was a desperate quality in his voice which 
frightened Vincent and he had the sense that the man was contemplating 
suicide. The man told Vincent that he had been reading the Padre Pio 
prayer booklet. While the man talked, Vincent prayed for the right 
words to say. Vincent asked the man to promise him that he would not 
do anything to harm himself that night and the man gave him his word. 
They talked for a long time and Vincent felt that the man had come to a 
sense of peace and resolution by the end of their conversation. “Call me 
whenever you like,” Vincent said to him before they hung up. “It 
doesn’t matter if it is in the morning or in the middle of the night. If you 
ever need to talk, just call me.” The man called Vincent back several 
days later to say that he was feeling much better and had made an 
appointment to see a priest. He said that the words of Padre Pio that he 
had read in the little booklet had given him strength. 

Vincent has received requests for the Padre Pio booklet from prison 
chaplains, officials in the Pentagon, priests, soldiers stationed in war 
zones, and many more. A deacon once wrote Vincent a letter requesting 
the booklets and after he received them, he wrote a second time. He said 
that when the booklets arrived in the mail and he took them out of the 
package, he felt the presence of God in a powerful and unmistakable 
way. 

Printing on such a large scale has kept Vincent busy, too busy to do 
many of the things that people who are retired like he is, often enjoy. He 
was Offered a free trip to Rome to attend the canonization of Padre Pio 
but he declined it. He has been asked to give his testimony on television 
and to give talks on Padre Pio at various Catholic conferences around 
the country but he declines such invitations. He prefers to concentrate 
on his printing which he works at seven days a week. 

Vincent cannot forget the stark and simple surroundings of San 
Giovanni Rotondo and the frugality in which the Capuchins lived when 
he visited the monastery in 1956. It has left a lasting impression. Today, 


he makes an effort to lead a simple life, without frills and without 
distractions. He has not been to a restaurant in more than twenty-five 
years. He does not travel. He has no other hobbies or recreation other 
than the production of the booklets. He prints, collates, staples, fills 
orders, and goes to the post office. “My work is my prayer,” says 
Vincent. 

One day Vincent was complaining to a friend about his lack of 
education. He said to his friend, “I feel very sorry that I was not able to 
go to school and get a good education. My childhood was spent, not in 
school, but in a lime factory. ’m not good at writing or reading or 
learning computer skills. I can work with my hands and build things but 
I have not mastered many of the basic skills that most people take for 
granted. I feel like a big dummy!” His friend said to him, “Think of it 
this way. Perhaps if you were smarter and had a better education, you 
would never have gone to the trouble of producing all of those free 
Padre Pio booklets. Thank the Lord that you were just dumb enough to 
do something that has helped so many people!” 


Jesus lives in us and suffers in us and through us. He accompanies 
us through our companionship with one another and reaches out to 
others through our witness. Jesus knows who I am and who he wills me 
to be. He knows the secret of why I was created. He knows my sins. He 
knows how to heal me of them, how to draw me to himself, how to make 
me the adopted child that I am meant to be in him for all eternity. And 
so my joys and sufferings are his infinitely wise, uniquely crafted, and 
tender love through which he shapes my life and leads me to my destiny 
... At the heart of life, of every moment of life, is companionship with 
the merciful God. 

— John Janaro 


I have worked and I want to work. I have prayed and I want to pray. 
I have kept watch and I want to keep watch. I have cried and I want to 
cry - always for all of those who are in exile. I know and understand 
that this is very little, but this is what I know how to do; this is what I 
am able to do; and this is all that I can do. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 48 


Giacomo Piraino 


We met Giacomo Piraino enroute to the canonization of Padre Pio 
in Rome. He too, traveled with the Padre Pio Foundation of America of 


Cromwell, Connecticut to attend the canonization ceremony. 


Giacomo Piraino was born and raised in Brooklyn, New York. In 
1958, the Piraino family made a trip to Calabria, Italy to visit relatives. 
While there, Giacomo, who was eight years old at the time, became 
critically ill with typhoid fever. He entered what doctors believed to be 
an irreversible coma. It was thought that he contracted the illness by 
eating contaminated cherries from his aunt’s orchard. 

Giacomo’s family and friends knew about Padre Pio, the priest who 
bore the wounds of Christ, and at this time of crisis, they turned to him 
for help. Giacomo’s mother, Ida, had written letters to Padre Pio on 
previous occasions and she had great faith in his prayers. From the time 
Giacomo was a child, Padre Pio’s photographs had always graced their 
family home. 

Ida contacted her brother, Romano Esposito, an attorney who 
worked for the Ministero dell’ Interno in Rome. When Romano learned 
of his nephew’s serious condition, he made an effort to contact Padre 


Pio. He was able to speak to Padre Pio on the telephone and Padre Pio 
told him, “Do not worry. Giacomo will recover.” Ida also was able to 
speak to Padre Pio on the telephone and she said to him, “Padre, this is 
my only son. He has a temperature of 105 degrees. The doctors cannot 
offer us any hope.” Padre Pio responded, “Tomorrow his fever will be 
normal and he will recover. But his future is dubious. He has four years 
of darkness ahead. But after that, all will be well.” 

Giacomo recovered from his life-threatening illness. When he finally 
came back to consciousness after being in a comatose state for two 
months, he found jubilant family members and friends surrounding his 
bed, thanking God for answering their prayers. 

As Giacomo grew to adulthood, he took a path that lead him further 
and further away from his faith in God and in the Church. It was a 
painful period in his life and a time of great unhappiness. One day as he 
was reflecting on the many experiences of his life, the words Padre Pio 
had spoken to his mother so many years before came to his mind, “Your 
son’s future is dubious. He has four years of darkness ahead.” He did 
some quick calculations and realized that it had been exactly four years 
since his life had taken the wrong turn. The reflection proved to be a 
turning point for Giacomo. He began to pray with renewed fervor and to 
seek a deeper relationship with God. A vivid dream in which Padre Pio 
said to him, “Go forward, my son,” gave him great encouragement. 

These days, Giacomo is keeping busy with a number of spiritual 
endeavors. In devotion to Padre Pio, he regularly leads pilgrimages to 
Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo as well as to other 
Catholic shrines in Europe. His musical talents too, he has dedicated to 
Padre Pio. His love for his Catholic faith is an increasing love and he 
has felt Padre Pio’s presence in the many challenges life can bring. “Go 
forward, my son,” are the words that remain with him today. 


The Holy Spirit must come into the details of our lives and we must 
look to those details so that we can begin to change. 


-Jean Vanier 


Don’t worry about tomorrow because the very same Heavenly 
Father who takes care of you today will have the same thought 
tomorrow and always... What does a child in the arms of such a Father 
have to fear? Be as children, who hardly ever think about their future as 
they have someone to think for them. They are sufficiently strong just by 
being with their father. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 49 


Answered Prayers 


The following testimony by Elizabeth Reid is especially consoling 
for families who have lost loved ones through death. Our faith teaches 
us that death is not the end, but rather the beginning of a new life, a 
better life, where we will live with God for eternity. 


My thirteen-year-old sister Bernadette was paralyzed from birth. She 
was very bright and very pretty. In the last year of her life she suffered 
great sickness and severe pain with very little sleep or rest. She always 
wore a relic of Padre Pio pinned to her vest. One morning, Bernadette 
told us that she had slept all night and that a lovely man appeared at her 
bedside during the night. She said he wore a long dress with a rope tied 
around the waist and he had a beard. He told her he was taking her away 
to a land where she would have no pain or sickness ever again. Upon 
hearing this, my mother became very upset. The man held Bernadette’s 
hand and she said she was not afraid because he was a holy man. 
Bernadette asked him to leave her here a little bit longer. She talked 
about the “holy man” all the time. As the days went by, we all knew she 
had seen somebody because she seemed so peaceful. Six weeks later, on 


June 1, 1978 Bernadette died with no pain. Padre Pio appeared to my 
little sister and took away her fear of death and guided her gently from 
this world to the next. 

— Elizabeth Reid 


At twenty-six weeks pregnant with twins, Mary Ash visited her local 
hospital in Sidcup, Southeast London, for a routine check-up. After 
examination, it was found that she was in premature labor. She was 
transferred to a hospital in Tooting, South London. She prayed the 
Rosary as well as the novena to Padre Pio, praying that her babies would 
survive. After five days in the hospital, Mary gave birth to two girls, 
Emily Anne Pio who weighted one pound fourteen ounces and Sally 
Jane Pio who weighted two pounds two ounces. Right after their birth, 
Mary had Padre Pio’s novena prayer cards placed in their incubators. 
Emily needed no ventilating as she was breathing on her own but Sally 
was not doing well and was placed on a ventilator. The ventilator had to 
be kept on full capacity, which increased the risk of brain damage. Mary 
prayed like never before to Padre Pio, asking that Sally would live no 
matter what the disabilities. A few hours later the ventilator was turned 
down and Sally responded well. Emily and Sally were allowed to go 
home two months later and the doctors said that they wished more 
people would put novena prayer cards into the incubators of premature 
babies because the recovery of the twins was so remarkable. They grew 
to be two loving and beautiful girls with no disabilities whatsoever. 


On February 16, 1960 Dr. Frank Ceravolo was admitted to the 
Jersey City Medical Center. After many tests were run, a nephrologist 
(specialist in kidney diseases) spoke to Dr. Ceravolo and told him that 
the tests revealed that he had a progressive kidney disease called 


Glomerulonephritis. The doctor was forthright about the very serious 
nature of his illness. Tears filled Dr. Ceravolo’s eyes as he listened to 
the doctor explain the diagnosis, and he prayed silently asking God to 
give him strength. 

Dr. Ceravolo was only twenty-eight years old with a wife and small 
daughter. The United States was a relatively new environment for him, 
having arrived not so many years before from his native Italy. He had 
been working long hours at the hospital and had been experiencing 
continual exhaustion but he did not think that was so unusual. He had 
made extreme sacrifices in order to be in the place where he was. His 
future looked bright and his whole life was in front of him, or so he 
thought. With everything going so well, how ironic it was for him to 
suddenly learn that he had contracted a life-threatening disease. 

After months of illness, Dr. Ceravolo decided to make a trip to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. He wanted to speak to Padre Pio personally and to 
ask him for his prayers. Because he was so sick, the trip to Italy proved 
to be sheer agony for him. On the third day of his visit, he finally had a 
face-to-face encounter with Padre Pio. Padre Pio paused momentarily in 
front of Dr. Ceravolo in the church and pressed his hand to the doctor’s 
lips. The doctor was instantly enveloped by a beautiful fragrance of 
roses, lilies, and “flowers not of this earth,’ as he described it. 
Afterward, Padre Pio continued walking down the hall. Oddly enough, 
the farther away he walked, the stronger the perfume became. 

The next day, Dr. Ceravolo was standing in the confessional line, 
waiting for his turn to make his confession. There was no doubt about it, 
he felt scared to lay his soul bare before Padre Pio. The man who had 
been in front of him in the line was almost running as he came out of the 
confessional. By the look on his face, it was obvious that things had not 
gone well. Dr. Ceravolo became even more nervous and he began to 
tremble. “Look what just happened to that poor fellow. Perhaps I should 
not go through with this,” he said to himself. Padre Pio then spoke to 
him and said, “Come, my son.” He hesitated but Padre Pio was calling 
him and he felt that he had to respond. 

Padre Pio had a beautiful smile on his face as he greeted Dr. 


Ceravolo. His friendliness calmed the doctor who was then able to 
regain his composure. When the doctor finished his confession, he 
noticed that Padre Pio was staring at him intently. He seemed to be 
looking just above his head, his eyes fixed on some unspecified point. 
He had a very sad expression on his face. “Poor son,” Padre Pio said to 
him. “He is probably seeing all the misfortunes of my life and he feels 
sorry for me,” Dr. Ceravolo said to himself. 

Dr. Ceravolo returned to the United States and to the surprise of 
everyone, he recovered from what doctors told him was a fatal illness. 
His trip to San Giovanni Rotondo marked a turning point in his life. 
Many years later he spoke of his great esteem for Padre Pio and said, 
“During all these years, Padre Pio has been my advocate and my guide. 
His words have sustained me in my trials.” 


There was a man (name withheld) who grew to have a very cynical 
attitude toward religion. Whenever things went wrong in his life, he 
always blamed God. He continued to attend Mass but seldom went to 
confession or to Holy Communion. As time passed, his health began to 
fail and at the same time, the problems in his family life became almost 
overwhelming. 

One Sunday, he walked into church and took his place in the very 
last pew. He decided on that day that he was finished with the Catholic 
Church forever. He prayed to God and said, “I don’t belong here. You 
hate me and you only help your favorite ones.” After that, he threw 
away all the holy pictures, religious medals and rosaries that were in his 
home. He would not allow any of his family members to mention the 
word “God.” This situation lasted for seven and a half years. 

The man made the acquaintance of a woman who had a great 
devotion to Padre Pio. On one occasion, when he spoke to her about 
some of his problems, she told him that she believed that Padre Pio 
would be able to help him. “I am going to write a letter to Padre Pio and 
ask him to pray for you,” she said. She encouraged the man to write a 


letter to Padre Pio as well and he agreed to do so even though he was 
convinced that it would do no good. More than anything else, he wanted 
to prove to the woman that Padre Pio would not help him. He was 
certain that Padre Pio only helped his favorites. In the letter, he asked 
Padre Pio to pray for an improvement in his financial situation and for 
an increase in faith for his family members who had fallen away from 
the Church just like he had. An answer came back in the mail which 
said that Padre Pio sent his blessing and was praying for him. The man 
threw the letter away. 

The days passed one after another but nothing improved in the 
man’s life. He felt that his burdens were too big and too numerous to 
carry any longer. It appeared that he was headed for a complete nervous 
breakdown. The letter to Padre Pio was mailed out at the end of March 
1968. In April, the man noticed something like the rich and pleasant 
scent of tobacco pervading the air. At that moment, he thought of Padre 
Pio and started to cry. But they were tears of joy, not sadness. The next 
Sunday he felt a desire to go to Mass. He called his family and told them 
what had happened. They thought he was finally having a breakdown. 
He attended Mass and shortly after, he made a sincere confession. 

Wanting to learn more about Padre Pio, the man bought several 
biographies about his life and read them cover to cover. The information 
he learned from the books made such an impact on him that he returned 
to the practice of his Catholic faith. Padre Pio died five months later. As 
time passed, the man became aware of the blessings his family and 
extended family were receiving through the intercession of Padre Pio. 
One of his brothers who had struggled with alcohol addiction was 
finally able to stop drinking. In addition, two members of his family 
returned to the practice of their faith. “I am now at peace with God who 
was so good to me after I hurt Him so much,” the man said. 


Dear Lord, free me from my dark past, into which I often find myself 
falling as if into a deep cistern. Keep showing me your light, and give 
me the strength to rise and follow you without ever looking back. 


- Henri Nouwen 


It is sufficient for us to know that God is our God and that our heart 
is his home. 
— St Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 50 


Gene Ricci 


Gene wrote to us at Padre Pio Devotions about his visit to Padre 
Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo. We corresponded a number 
of times with Gene and learned all the wonderful details of his 


experience. 


When Gene Ricci read the book, The Priest who Bore the Wounds of 
Christ, by Oscar DeLiso, he was deeply inspired. After reading the 
book, he had a great desire to meet Padre Pio in person. He decided to 
take his family to Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo. The 
year was 1961. Gene had two sons and two daughters, ranging in age 
from five years to eleven years old. At the time, he did not have the 
financial means to make the trip so he borrowed the money. When he 
looked back on the experience, he said that it turned out to be the best 
investment he ever made in his life. 

When Gene and his family stopped in Rome on the way to San 
Giovanni Rotondo, he assumed that most of the Roman citizens had 
heard of Padre Pio. Much to his surprise, not one person that he spoke to 
while in Rome had ever heard of the saintly priest. It was the same in 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, where he made his home. No one that Gene 
was acquainted with had ever heard Padre Pio’s name. That was hard 
for him to understand. If someone had the five wounds of Christ, it 
seemed to Gene that the whole world should know about it. 

The first day of their visit to San Giovanni Rotondo, Gene and his 


family waited in the early morning hours for the church of Our Lady of 
Grace to open. A few moments before the doors were unlocked a 
booming voice came over a loudspeaker and said emphatically, “This is 
the Lord’s house. Everyone is to behave in a dignified and proper 
manner!” It struck Gene as a rather unusual announcement but soon he 
would understand the reason. When the doors finally opened, there was 
a mad rush on the part of those who were waiting to get inside the 
church as quickly as possible. Gene had to physically brace himself to 
protect his wife and his four children. He was afraid they might be 
trampled. 

Gene and his family found good seats near the front of the church 
but soon they were forced out of them by the local people. “These pews 


(haa 


belong to us!” Gene was told. There was an obvious resentment toward 
anyone who had come from a distance to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. Gene 
and his family were shoved and pushed right out of their seats and 
forced to sit in a pew farther back. 

Padre Pio’s Mass lasted almost two hours. The Consecration was 
especially long. At the afternoon Benediction service that day, Gene 
noticed a beautiful perfume that seemed to pervade the whole church. 
Gene and his family attended Mass and Benediction every day during 
their visit to San Giovanni Rotondo. 

Every morning after Mass, Padre Pio went to the sacristy to make 
his thanksgiving. One day, Gene decided to follow him. He felt 
extremely lucky for he was able to kneel down right beside Padre Pio 
for the entire time that he made his thanksgiving. Gene could not resist 
the impulse to reach out and touch Padre Pio’s habit. He held on to his 
habit for the duration of the time that they were praying. 

One day after the Mass, one of the Capuchins escorted Gene and his 
two sons into a small room. The Capuchin told them to have a seat and 
wait because Padre Pio would soon come in to give them a blessing. 
Gene’s wife and daughters were not allowed to go with them since the 
area was open to men only. Padre Pio soon came in. His demeanor was 
serious and very reserved. He spoke not a single word but gave Gene 
and his two sons a blessing. Looking back on the experience, Gene said, 


“TI cannot see how anyone, having met Padre Pio even once, would not 
find it in their heart to believe in God.” 

Gene soon became friends with Mr. Bevilacqua, the owner of the 
hotel that he and his family stayed at while in San Giovanni Rotondo. 
Mr. Bevilacqua went to the monastery every day and was able to see 
Padre Pio during the lunch hour. After Gene returned to Pennsylvania, 
he arranged to send a donation to Padre Pio each month through Mr. 
Bevilacqua. On one occasion, when Gene sent his donation, he included 
a note saying that his wife was ill and that the doctors could not 
determine what was wrong with her. Gene was worried and asked Mr. 
Bevilacqua to relay the message to Padre Pio. A short time later, Gene 
received a reply in the mail. Mr. Bevilacqua said that Padre Pio began to 
laugh when he was told about Mrs. Ricci’s illness. “Mrs. Ricci isn’t 
sick,” Padre Pio exclaimed. “She is expecting a baby!” The whole 
family was surprised when Padre Pio’s words proved to be correct. 

When Gene returned to his home in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, even 
though he could not really afford to do so, he bought fifty books by 
Oscar DeLiso, The Priest who Bore the Wounds of Christ. He mailed 
them to his friends and relatives with a card attached to each one and a 
simple message, “Please read this book.” Gene began attending a Padre 
Pio prayer group in his area and enjoyed it very much. One of the 
members, Joe Peluso, was from a neighboring town. On one occasion, 
after the prayer meeting, Joe approached Gene and confided to him that 
he had terminal cancer and did not have much time left to live. 

Joe told Gene that he had a number of Padre Pio’s relics and he 
wanted to give some of them to him. Gene was very surprised, since Joe 
was almost a stranger to him. He had seen him at the prayer meetings on 
occasion but did not really know him. Joe gave Gene a piece of the 
handkerchief that Padre Pio had used to dry his tears, a piece of his 
glove, and a medal blessed by both Padre Pio and Pope Pius XII. Joe 
explained that he had been in the U.S. Army when he was a young man 
and was stationed near San Giovanni Rotondo. On one occasion, Padre 
Pio told Joe that his supply of religious medals had diminished and 
asked him to see if he could find some for him. When Joe succeeded in 


obtaining a good quantity of medals, Padre Pio was very happy. He 
blessed them and gave two of the blessed medals to Joe. After a 
moment, he asked for the two medals back. He prayed over them for a 
second time before returning them to Joe. He explained to Joe that he 
wanted to give them a special blessing. 

Gene was elated to receive the precious relics. He was curious about 
the special blessing that had been given to the medals and wondered 
why Padre Pio blessed them, not once, but twice. Joe told Gene that he 
had wondered about it too, but said that Padre Pio gave no explanation. 

The spiritual blessings that Gene received by visiting Padre Pio, 
have lasted through the many years since. “My life would not be what it 
is today if I had not made the trip to San Giovanni Rotondo,” Gene said. 
His faith was strengthened by the encounter and it has remained strong. 
As Gene stated, visiting Padre Pio was the best investment he ever made 
in his life. 


I will trust in the mercy of God forever and ever. 
— Psalm 52:10 


O God, show yourself more and more to this poor heart of mine, and 
complete in me the work you have begun. I hear deep within me, a voice 
which says to me repeatedly - sanctify yourself and sanctify others. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 51 


Anna and Gino Dagri 


We visited Anna and Gino Dagri on several occasions in New York, 
and were also able to attend their Padre Pio prayer group meeting at 
Our Lady of Hope parish. Anna and Gino’s dedication and commitment 
to their faith is an inspiration. This is their story: 


Anna Dagri of Middle Village, New York, first learned about Padre 
Pio when she was sixteen years old. Her brother-in-law who lived in the 
Abruzzi region of Italy had taken a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo and 
had made his confession to Padre Pio. He told his family that Padre Pio 
had read his heart and even told him the sin that he had neglected to 
confess. After learning about Padre Pio, Anna began writing to him, 
asking him to pray for her. 

A few months later, she went to Ontario, Canada, to visit her sister 
Maria, who was newly married. One night, Anna became very ill. She 
wanted Maria to come to her room to help her but felt too timid to go 
into her bedroom to wake her up. Instead, she prayed to her guardian 
angel to send the message to Padre Pio to wake up her sister. However, 
Maria did not come to her aide and Anna had to spend a long and 
miserable night alone, without anyone to assist her. 

Early the next morning, Maria came to Anna’s room and asked her 
if she was all right. She told Anna that during the night, she saw an 


elderly Capuchin priest with a beard standing beside her bed. “Your 
sister is sick. Get up at once and go and help her!” he said. Maria 
became frightened and instead of getting up, she put the covers over her 
head and shut her eyes tight. 

Anna began to have a great desire to travel to Italy in order to see 
Padre Pio. She had become engaged to Gino Dagri and wanted to tell 
Padre Pio about her upcoming marriage and ask for his blessing. She 
took some time off from her job in New York and traveled to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. She felt as though Padre Pio was calling her to visit 
him. 

On her first morning in San Giovanni Rotondo, Anna got up early in 
order to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. It was very dark and very cold outside. 
The road that led to the monastery was not paved well so Anna had to 
walk through the mud to reach Our Lady of Grace monastery. 

After Mass, when Padre Pio finished making his thanksgiving, he 
went to a window of the monastery and waved a white handkerchief to 
all the pilgrims who were gathered outside. People were there from all 
over the world, pleading with him for help in different foreign 
languages. Anna was very moved by the sight. 

Anna noticed that a number of women who seemed to be dressed 
quite modestly, were sent out of the confessional because of their 
clothing. Padre Pio’s dress code was rigid, to say the least. Although 
Anna was wearing a dress which was quite long, she went and put a coat 
on that was even longer in order to make sure she would not be turned 
away. 

Anna had to wait seven days to make her confession to Padre Pio. 
After she made her confession, he allowed her to kiss his stigmatized 
hand. She told him of her engagement to Gino Dagri. Lovingly, Padre 
Pio told her to be tranquil regarding her upcoming marriage and to take 
good care of herself. 

As the wedding date drew closer, Gino told Anna that he wanted to 
give her a wedding gift and asked her what she would like to have. 
“More than anything I can think of, I would like to go to San Giovanni 
Rotondo again to see Padre Pio. It will be a blessing for our marriage,” 


Anna said. Gino agreed to her request. 

The visit to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1968 was the best wedding 
present that Anna could have ever hoped for. Padre Pio was very ill at 
the time and was suffering greatly. It was to be the last year of his life. 
There was a huge crowd at the monastery on the day Anna and Gino 
arrived. Padre Pio was brought through the corridor in a wheelchair and 
Anna and Gino knelt down and greeted him briefly as he passed. He 
gave them both his blessing. Anna placed a wedding favor she had 
saved especially for him, in his hand. Gino felt restless during the time 
they were at the monastery and was anxious to leave. The visit to Padre 
Pio had not been as meaningful to Gino as it had to Anna. But two years 
later, he would feel differently. 

In 1970, Gino and Anna made another trip to San Giovanni 
Rotondo. One day while at the monastery, Gino walked up into the choir 
loft in the original church of Our Lady of Grace. Often referred to as the 
“old church,” it was the church where Padre Pio celebrated Mass for 
most of his priestly life and where he had received the stigmata. In the 
choir loft, Gino gazed at the crucifix that Padre Pio was praying in front 
of when the wounds of Christ became imprinted on his body. The 
crucifix, which is carved out of cypress wood by an unknown artist, 
depicts Christ in the agony of His Passion. The artist had been able to 
capture in a realistic way, the suffering of the dying Christ. As Gino 
stared at the crucifix, he started to cry. Never one to express his 
emotions openly or demonstrate his deepest feelings to others, Gino 
could not understand what was happening. But he could not stop the 
tears. Afterward, he began to feel for the first time, a devotion to Padre 
Pio. His devotion to Padre Pio has continued to increase in all the years 
since. 

As time passed, Anna and Gino begin to have a great desire to have 
a Padre Pio prayer group at their parish of Our Lady of Hope in Middle 
Village, New York. They asked the parish priest but were not able to 
receive the permission. Anna wrote to Father Domenico Labellarte, one 
of the Capuchins in San Giovanni Rotondo who had known Padre Pio 
personally. She asked if it would be permissible for them to have a 


Padre Pio prayer group which would meet at their home in Middle 
Village. Father Domenico said that it would be fine, as long as a priest 
was always in attendance. 

The first Padre Pio prayer group meeting at Anna and Gino’s home 
was in 1982. The meeting was well attended and the numbers kept 
increasing each month. Anna prayed, “Padre Pio, this is your prayer 
group; it is not mine. We want so much to have our prayer meeting in 
the church. Please help us. It is up to you to make it a reality.” 

When Monsignor Sivillo was assigned to serve at Our Lady of Hope 
parish, he attended one of the Padre Pio prayer meetings at the Dagri 
home. Afterward, he invited the group to meet in the church. It was just 
what Anna and Gino had been praying for. The prayer group has been 
meeting at Our Lady of Hope since 1988. A beautiful, life-sized bronze 
statue of Padre Pio was purchased, and placed near the entrance to the 
church. People passing by the church from the street have often been 
attracted by the statue and have walked up the path to gaze at it and to 
pray. 

While all the other parish organizations at Our Lady of Hope take a 
summer break or holiday break, the Padre Pio prayer group meets year- 
round. Even in the winter months, during heavy snow storms and 
occasional blizzard conditions, the prayer group is faithful to keep its 
meeting date. Through the years, there have been many graces received 
and many conversions. 


Let the peace of Christ control your hearts, the peace into which you 
were also called in one body; and be thankful. 
— Colossians 3:15 


Why did Jesus Christ sacrifice himself to the point of death? Faith 
answers - to expiate for our sins. Why did he rise in such splendor? To 
show us the meaning of our redemption. In his death, we recall that we 
were dead because of sin. In his resurrection, we have a perfect example 
of our resurrection in grace. Since Jesus Christ rose immortal to a life 
of glory, we must say with St. Paul that we too must rise immortal in the 
life of grace, firmly resolved to never again subject our souls to spiritual 
death. 

— St. Pio of Pietrelcina 


CHAPTER 52 


Showers of Blessings 


There was a woman (name withheld) who was born and raised in 
Hong Kong. She always felt like an outsider, like the “black sheep” in 
the family. She never felt like she was accepted by the other members of 
her family. Her seven brothers and sisters had all been baptized into the 
Catholic Church. She was the only one of the siblings who had never 
been baptized. She attended a Catholic school because her father 
insisted that she do so but she was unhappy at the school. She was very 
much opposed to the teachings of the Catholic Church. She did not 
believe in the theology of the Cross. When she was fourteen years old, 
she decided to join the Jehovah Witnesses. 

Years later, the woman moved to the United States and eventually 
got married. She still attended the Jehovah Witness church services but 
it became a source of tension in her marriage. Whenever she came home 
from church, she and her husband would get into an argument. Finally, 
she stopped going to the church meetings completely and eventually lost 
all interest in religion. 


In 1973, she and her husband moved to Scotland due to his new 
work assignment. While in Scotland, she became very ill. Tests revealed 
that she had bands of scar-like tissue in her abdomen which required 
surgery. The surgery went smoothly and she was discharged after 
spending one week in the hospital. However, it wasn’t long before she 
became ill once again. A strange feeling of numbness came over her and 
she feared that she might be having a stroke. She was hospitalized once 
again and had to have another operation in which thirty-six inches of her 
intestines were remove. 

In two weeks time, the woman had two surgeries. After the second 
surgery, the doctors discovered that a leakage in her intestines had 
occurred. Because she was too weak to have a third operation, the 
doctor hoped that the problem would be corrected without any 
intervention. Unfortunately, things went from bad to worse. 

One night, while in the hospital, the woman felt the sensation of heat 
on her abdomen. It turned out to be blood. She discovered that her 
wound had reopened. She tried to push the call button to summon the 
nurse but she was not able to do so. Fortunately, a patient noticed the 
crisis and rushed to get help. Even though she was extremely weak, she 
had to have another surgery. The doctor felt certain that the problem 
was finally corrected. However, even after the third surgery, the leakage 
in her intestines continued and the doctor was at a loss to understand 
why. 

The woman was in intense pain day and night. Even the strong pain 
killers that were given to her did not ease the pain. The doctor spoke to 
her husband and explained the grave nature of her condition. She needed 
to have a fourth surgery but if she did, there was only a 40 percent 
chance that she would survive it. If she did not have the surgery, she 
would die. The woman was so ill that she no longer cared if she lived or 
died. She didn’t want to suffer any more. All she wanted to do was to 
die in peace. 

One day as she was lying in bed thinking about her hopeless 
situation, she began to cry. At that moment, she saw a man with a brown 
robe enter her hospital room. He spoke to her kindly and said, “Poor 


child, you have suffered too much. Can we pray?” She told the stranger 
that she no longer prayed. She was convinced that God would not listen 
to her prayers because she felt that she was unworthy. The man held her 
hand and prayed. When she looked at his hands, she noticed that there 
were scars on each hand. His hands reminded her of Jesus’ hands. After 
he finished praying, he put his hand on her forehead and said to her, 
“Poor child, you have suffered enough. No more suffering. You 
wandered away from God but he has found you again. Pray to God, talk 
to God. You can tell him everything. He is your Father and your dear 
friend.” 

After the man left her room, the woman prayed with all the sincerity 
of her heart, “Please God, I don’t want to suffer anymore. Let me die 
tonight peacefully. Either that, or give me back my life. I promise I will 
be a good Christian.” When she finished the prayer, she asked the nurse 
to call her husband. She wanted him to buy her a cross. 

The next morning when the nurse came into the room, she was 
surprised to see the change in the woman’s condition. The woman 
looked strong and healthy. The nurse checked her blood pressure and 
her temperature and they were both normal. She checked the incision 
from her previous surgery and it looked as though the healing process 
had finally begun. “I wonder why you are scheduled for surgery today,” 
the nurse said. “Everything looks so normal.” The nurse then called the 
doctor to come and examine her. Tests revealed that the leakage in her 
intestines had stopped. The doctor said he had heard countless miracle 
stories through the years, but this was the first one he had ever seen with 
his own eyes. “You must be a very special person,” the doctor said. 

Not long after that, the woman and her husband returned to the 
United States. Because she was still very weak, she stayed at her 
mother’s home and her mother took care of her. She called one of the 
parishes in her area and said that she wanted to receive instructions in 
the Catholic faith. Several nuns from the parish visited her regularly, 
teaching her the catechism and after studying for six months, she was 
baptized. 

Four years later, the woman returned to Scotland. She wanted to 


look for the priest who had saved her life and to thank him for what he 
had done. She visited many of the local parishes looking for him but to 
no avail. While in Scotland, she met a nun who was visiting from 
Ireland. The nun had heard the story of the woman’s healing and asked 
for a description of the priest who had prayed for her. The woman told 
her that he had large eyes and a beard and wore a brown robe. 

Several weeks later, the nun sent her a photograph of Padre Pio. She 
recognized him immediately as the priest who visited her in the hospital. 
She wanted to get his address so that she could write to him and thank 
him but when she looked at the back of the photograph, it said that he 
had died in 1968. She couldn’t believe it. He had visited her in 1977. 
She learned that Padre Pio often visited the sick and dying in order to 
pray with them. She knew that it was because of his prayers that she had 
been healed. She would always remember the touch of his hand on her 
forehead and his beautiful words, “Pray to God. God is your friend and 
your dear friend. God is alive.” 


Tony Cavaliere was searching for truth and enlightenment through 
the comparative study of world religions. At the same time, he added a 
number of spiritual disciplines to his daily routine. Instead of finding 
inner peace and fulfillment, he began to experience a growing sense of 
anxiety. Fear and apprehension became his constant companions. He 
went to various doctors, trying to find help but to no avail. 

As time passed, Tony’s anxiety attacks and dizzy spells grew worse 
and finally became debilitating. He was no longer able to work and he 
wondered if he would ever be able to live a normal life again. When a 
friend spoke to him about Padre Pio, his interest was sparked. He told 
his wife that he would like to make a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo so 
that he could pray at Padre Pio’s tomb. Although he was a fallen away 
Catholic, he was familiar with the Church’s teaching regarding the 
intercessory power of the saints and he believed in it. 

Tony and his wife were finally able to make the trip to San Giovanni 


Rotondo. They visited the monastic cell where Padre Pio had lived for 
many years. They were able to spend time in the church where he had 
celebrated Mass and to pray at his tomb. Everywhere Tony looked, he 
saw familiar signs of faith. The tranquil surroundings gave him a feeling 
of great peace. 

After Tony and his wife returned home, his sister-in-law told him 
that she had an unusual dream. In her dream, Padre Pio was hearing her 
confession. She spoke to him and said, “Why don’t you give Tony back 
his health?” Padre Pio smiled at her and said, “Tell Tony that he will be 
fine.” In the dream, Padre Pio was holding a blue pillow with a Rosary 
on it. “Give this Rosary to Tony,” Padre Pio said. 

The dream gave Tony the assurance that he would recover. One year 
later, he was in good health and good spirits, free from all the symptoms 
that previously made him ill. He returned to the practice of his Catholic 
faith and also became very devoted to the Rosary. “I am dedicated to 
spreading the message of Padre Pio, the Rosary and the Catholic Church 
that brought me the peace of Christ,” Tony said. 


Farley Clinton was in Rome in 1964 when he made the acquaintance 
of an Italian nobleman, a Marchese, who spoke to him about Padre Pio. 
At the time, Farley had very limited knowledge of Padre Pio. He had 
heard about some of the miracles and other extraordinary phenomena 
associated with Padre Pio but it left his heart cold and unmoved. He did 
not feel that such things were of any importance in the spiritual life. The 
Marchese agreed with him completely. 

For as long as Farley could remember, he had the desire to see and 
to speak with a saint. But he wanted to meet a saint who was steeped in 
holiness rather than one who worked miracles. His idea of a true saint 
was Saint John Vianney, the Curé of Ars. “Padre Pio in many ways is 
like St. John Vianney,” the Marchese explained. “He lives in deep union 
with God and prays many hours each day. He too is steeped in holiness. 
Why don’t you accompany me to San Giovanni Rotondo? I think you 


would find it an interesting experience,” the Marchese said. Farley 
accepted the invitation and looked forward to the trip. 

Farley and the Marchese took a train from Rome and arrived in 
Foggia at six-thirty in the evening. They then took a taxi to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. As they drove up into the mountains on a road with 
many twists and turns, Farley observed that the silence and the isolation 
of the area was profound. The stark landscape looked almost surreal in 
the moonlight and somewhere far below them was the Adriatic Sea. As 
they continued on their journey, Farley asked the Marchese more 
questions about Padre Pio. “I cannot really explain Padre Pio to you,” 
the Marchese said. “Everyone finds something different in him. You will 
see for yourself when you meet him.” 

The next day, Farley and the Marchese attended Padre Pio’s Mass 
and Farley was able to observe Padre Pio closely. He later spoke of the 
experience and said, “Padre Pio’s eyes were full of suffering, of keen 
sensibility to everything. He was very beautiful. That might be a strange 
thing to say about a man who was seventy-eight years old, but it was 
true. His face had a radiance, a luminous quality.” That afternoon, 
Farley experienced what thousands of others had experienced before 
him — the intense fragrance of perfume that surrounded Padre Pio. 
Farley had been tormented for more than a year by a number of 
perplexing problems. He had consulted theologians, priests, and even 
experts in psychology, but none of them had been able to help him. 
During his visit to Padre Pio’s monastery, those problems simply 
vanished, never to return. 

After he and the Marchese returned to Rome, Farley had time to 
think about all he had experienced in San Giovanni Rotondo. He 
realized that his preconceived ideas about Padre Pio had been totally 
wrong. The trip had been more meaningful than he had ever imagined. 
Farley said, “It was possible to communicate with Padre Pio very 
intimately without words. He gave clear signs of knowing one’s secret 
thoughts, sins, and prayers. If he prayed for you and assured you that all 
would be well, however impossible your situation might seem, you 
could trust that everything would work out for the best.” Farley felt 


convinced beyond any shadow of a doubt that he had truly met a saint. 


The following testimony was written by a man in England (name 
withheld) who learned a valuable lesson regarding the sanctity of life. 
When he discovered that his wife was expecting their fifth child, he 
reacted in a spiteful way. He eventually came to realize that each child 
is a gift from God and a true blessing: 


I am married to a wonderful and devout Catholic woman. We have 
four children and my wife has always made sure that our children have 
received a good religious education. I stopped going to Mass more than 
ten years ago. I was shocked when my wife told me she was expecting 
our fifth child. I did not want the baby and I was angry. 

When my wife gave birth to a baby boy, Stephen, I shrugged it off. 
As far as I was concerned, it was just another mouth to feed. But it was 
soon apparent that something was seriously wrong. Tests revealed that 
our son’s kidneys were completely useless. One was not even a kidney 
at all but “mush” as the doctor called it. 

My heart went out to our little boy. All day long, his body jerked in 
pain. The doctors operated and took the “mush” away and then 
discovered that his other kidney was badly damaged and the tissues 
were dead. They told us there was no hope. 

Stephen’s eyes were sunken and he looked like a skeleton. The ward 
sister and the doctors told us it was just a matter of time. They advised 
us to take him home from the hospital so that he could die at home 
surrounded by his family. I broke down when the doctor was talking to 
us and I suddenly had a desire to go to church and make my confession. 
In the confessional, I was very repentant. Around that time, I saw a book 
in a Catholic book shop on Padre Pio and purchased it. I read it from 
cover to cover. 

When Stephen came home from the hospital, he ate nothing, drank 
nothing and grew weaker by the day. His eyes stared listlessly. After 


two weeks at home, we saw that the end was imminent. We couldn’t 
watch our baby die. We hurried to the hospital with him. The hospital 
staff said that he would probably not live through the night. 

I prayed and prayed to Padre Pio and to our Blessed Mother. I swore 
that I would never leave my faith again if my son’s life was spared. I cut 
out a picture of Padre Pio from the book I had read and slipped it under 
Stephen’s pillow in the hospital. He did not die that night. Each day he 
lingered and I continued to pray, day after day. 

One night I woke up. It was dark outside. Our bedroom was 
saturated with the perfume of roses. The aroma was overpowering. The 
next day the doctor informed us that there was an improvement in 
Stephen’s blood. His kidneys were working. Days turned into weeks. 
The doctors were amazed. They are still amazed. Stephen is now six 
years old. 

Stephen has brought so much happiness into our lives. He is my 
pride and joy. I have not faltered in my faith and I attend Mass each 
Sunday. I still say my novena to Padre Pio every day. So really there 
were two miracles, a miracle for Stephen and a miracle for me. My heart 
was once hard but it is no longer hard. 


It’s true Lord that you are always thinking of us. From the 
beginning of time, before we existed, even before the world existed, you 
have been dreaming of me, thinking of me, loving me. And it is true that 
your love created me. It’s true Lord that you have conceived for my life 
a unique destiny. It’s true that you have an eternal plan for me, a 
wonderful plan that you have always cherished in your heart, as a 
father thinks over the smallest detail of the life of his little one, still 
unborn. It’s true that, always bending over me, you guide me to bring 
your plan about, light on my path and strength for my soul... I don’t 
ask you to bless what I myself have decided to do, but give me the grace 
to discover and to live what you have dreamed for me. 

— Father Michel Quoist 


I don't believe that my life is a long row of randomly chained 
incidents and accidents of which I am not much more than a passive 
victim. No, I think that nothing is accidental but that God molded me 
through the events of my life and that I am called to recognize his 
molding hand and praise him in gratitude for the great things he has 
done for me. I wonder if I really have listened carefully enough to the 
God of history, the God of my history, and have recognized him when he 
called me by my name ... Maybe I have been living much too fast, too 
restlessly, too feverishly, forgetting to pay attention to what is 
happening here and now .. . Just as a whole world of beauty can be 
discovered in one flower, so the great grace of God can be tasted in one 
small moment. 


- Henri Nouwen 


CHAPTER 53 


My OwN STORY 


Iwas born in Los Angeles, California and grew up in a devout 
Christian family, surrounded by love and security. My parents were 
deeply in love with each other and had a wonderful, positive attitude 
toward life and living. Our home was full of happiness and laughter. 

My family’s church affiliation was with the Church of Christ, an 
evangelical Protestant denomination that is similar in many ways to the 
Baptist or Methodist Church. As a family, we spent a lot of time in 
church. It was the center of our spiritual life and also our social life. 

My grandmother, Olah Christy, was a wonderful spiritual role model 
for me throughout my young years. She was one of the greatest people I 
have ever known in my life. She shared her faith freely and I might add, 
boldly, with everyone. She had a kind of talent for doing this. I can 


testify to this because I was with her so much during my childhood and I 
saw her, “in action” so to speak, sharing the good news of Jesus Christ 
with whomever she happened to meet. 

My grandmother owned a number of apartments and every Sunday 
morning, she would extend a personal invitation to each one of her 
tenants to attend church with her. The invitation also went out to others 
that she might have met during the week. What was surprising was that 
so many people accepted her invitation. She was able to make prayer 
and spirituality and church-going sound attractive to people who 
generally did not consider it so. Our church was filled with people who 
were there because my grandmother had invited them. Some had been 
alcoholics, or had suffered from various personal tragedies and losses. 
Some were dealing with depression, divorce and other hard situations. 
People came up to me through the years and told me they owed their life 
to my grandmother because she had taken a personal interest in them 
and introduced them to Jesus. 

My grandmother believed that the Church of Christ was the one and 
only denomination that taught the full truth. She felt strongly about it. 
She made sure that her family, and her extended family were in church 
every Sunday morning, and not in just any church, but the Church of 
Christ. Through her influence, we were always there. 

None of my friends at school went to church as much as I did, but as 
I look back on it now, I see what a blessing it was. I acquired a deep 
love for God which has always been a part of my life. Faith in God was 
as natural to me as breathing. The deacons and elders at the Church of 
Christ taught Sunday School to the children as well as the adults, giving 
us a thorough and broad knowledge of the Bible. By the time I was 
about twelve years old, because I had spent so much time in church and 
had listened to so many sermons through the years, a multitude of 
beautiful and powerful Bible verses were indelibly fixed in my memory 
banks. 

My first introduction to Catholicism came about when I was in my 
teens. I happened to notice a life-sized statue of St. Francis in someone’s 
front yard. It was beautiful. I loved everything about the statue. I loved 


the birds that were perched on St. Francis’ shoulder. I loved the deer at 
his side. St. Francis had a long robe on and a Rosary hanging from his 
waist. Looking upward, he had a heavenly expression on his face. Every 
time I passed by that statue, it seemed to grow in beauty. As time 
passed, I began to notice other statues of St. Francis around the 
neighborhood as well. 

At the Church of Christ there were no beautiful statues, no stained- 
glass windows, or any other uplifting religious art or icons to remind us 
that we were in the house of God. Our church was very plain and stark. 
That statue of St. Francis made a tremendous impression on me. 

When my birthday rolled around, my father told me that he wanted 
to get me something special and asked for a suggestion. I told my father 
that I had been admiring a statue of St. Francis I had seen in someone’s 
front yard. I described it to him but he was not sure what I was talking 
about. I was certain that St. Francis was an historical figure and not of 
Roman or Greek mythology. However, I did not know anything else 
about him. For my birthday, I wanted a book on the life of St. Francis. 
My father found a book, The Little Flowers of Saint Francis, and that 
was probably the best birthday gift I have ever received in my life. I 
loved every page of that book. It was like a visitation to Heaven. 

In my late teens, I became very bored with the Sunday church 
services at the Church of Christ. The sermons seemed to drag on and on 
forever and sitting in church became very hard to endure. Much to my 
parents’ disappointment, I told them I was quitting the church for good 
and nothing could cause me to change my mind. Several years later, a 
photograph rekindled my interest in spiritual matters. It was a picture of 
a Hindu yogi, the Maharishi Mahesh Yogi. The Beetles rock group had 
traveled to India to visit him and the event was highly publicized. The 
Maharishi’s face had a kind of silence which attracted me. He looked so 
peaceful and serene. I knew that he practiced transcendental meditation, 
and I had the greatest desire to learn how to meditate. I believed that it 
was something like quiet prayer but I did not really know. I went to the 
library but could not find any information on how to practice 
transcendental meditation. I kept on searching but was unsuccessful. 


I had a recording of the Maharishi’s voice and I listened to it over 
and over again. “You are floating in a sea of bliss; you are swimming in 
an ocean of tranquility,” he said. I never tired of listening to his soothing 
voice and hopeful message. 

In the Church of Christ that I had attended all through my youth, 
there was no emphasis on silence, or quiet prayer, or solitude, or 
reflection, or meditation. No one ever came to the church early, before 
the Sunday morning service, in order to pray. People talked right up to 
the time that the minister walked up to the pulpit to begin the service. 
When the services were over, no one stayed in the pews, not even for a 
few seconds, to pray. 

One day, my father brought a book home to me called The 
Autobiography of a Yogi by Paramahansa Yogananda. He knew that I 
was interested in learning how to meditate and the book turned out to be 
just what I was looking for. Yogananda, the author of the book, was a 
yogi from India. As a teacher of meditation techniques, he had moved to 
the United States and had founded a church of all religions called Self- 
Realization Fellowship. 

Yogananda passed away in 1952 but the church which he had 
founded was continuing his mission. One of his churches was only a 
half-hour drive from my home. I began to attend the services three times 
a week. Every Sunday there was an interesting sermon as well as a 
period of silent meditation. There was also a reading from the Bible and 
a reading from the Hindu scriptures. I signed up for the correspondence 
course that Self-Realization Fellowship offered so that I could learn the 
meditation techniques. I accepted Paramahansa Yogananda as my guru, 
my spiritual guide. 

This was in the late 1960’s when so many young people were 
rebelling against the establishment. A common phrase at that time was, 
“Turn on, tune in and drop out.” Young people were experimenting with 
dangerous substances like LSD and other hallucinogenic drugs. It was 
the time when many were protesting the Vietnam war and burning their 
draft cards. It was a time of great unrest, upheaval, and confusion. 

My parents supported my interest in Self-Realization Fellowship. 


My mother even began to attend Sunday services with me. I think my 
parents were relieved that I was seeking spiritually rather than taking the 
fast track toward a self-destructive life style that so many were choosing 
at the time. While I would not consider myself to be exempt from bad 
choices in my youth, and I made many bad choices, through it all, I was 
seeking to find a deeper spiritual meaning in my life. 

Every year, Self-Realization Fellowship offered a week-long series 
of classes and lectures at a hotel in downtown Los Angeles and I always 
looked forward to attending. One year, during one of the public lectures, 
the minister told a very short story about a priest named Padre Pio. I had 
never heard of Padre Pio before. I was twenty years old at the time. 

The minister said that a man once asked Padre Pio an important 
question. “What is the greatest lack in the world today?” he asked. “The 
greatest lack in the world today is holy fear of God,” Padre Pio replied. 
With that, he gave the man a light tap on his cheek. That very short 
story about Padre Pio made a deep impression on me and I thought 
about it a lot. As a matter of fact, I thought about the story for more than 
twenty years. In those twenty years, I never heard Padre Pio’s name 
mentioned again. 

While attending Pepperdine University, I met my future husband, 
Ron Allen. He had grown up in Tennessee and had been raised in the 
Church of Christ just like I had been. When I met Ron, he was searching 
spiritually and had been visiting various faith communities. We started 
dating but our dates consisted of going to the Friday night meditation 
services together at Self-Realization Fellowship. Not long after, he too 
joined the Fellowship. After we got married, our faith became the center 
of our lives. We graduated from the university, worked, meditated, 
attended church, prayed, enjoyed life, started a family and felt close to 
God and close to one another. 

Through the busy years, I would often think about the story of Padre 
Pio that I heard at the Self-Realization Fellowship summer classes. I 
found myself wondering who Padre Pio was. The minister had said that 
Padre Pio was a priest so I assumed that he was a Catholic priest. He 
said that he lived in Italy but did not mention whether he was living or 


deceased. I wondered about that as well. 

There in the background of my mind, that short story lived, almost 
subconsciously sometimes, but nevertheless, it was there and it was 
there to stay. Short phrases of the story would pop into my mind for no 
apparent reason like, “There is a priest in Italy named Padre Pio,” or 
“holy fear of God.” I thought about the meaning of “holy fear of God.” 
The years passed. I took a full-time job at the school district and worked 
there for more than sixteen years. My children were growing up and 
becoming more independent. Soon they would be ready for college. For 
some reason, I was still thinking about that story of Padre Pio. Like a 
tape recording, the words would repeat in my mind, “Padre Pio, Padre 
Pio” or “What is the greatest lack in the world today?” I knew the 
answer. It was “holy fear of God.” There really wasn’t much to the little 
story. I did not even find it inspiring. It did not make sense for me to be 
thinking about it so much. 

One morning I woke up from a sound sleep and felt a sense of 
excitement. I got dressed quickly. “Today is the day I must find out who 
Padre Pio is!” I said to myself. “After all, I have been thinking about 
him for more than twenty years and I don’t have any idea why. It is time 
to find out who he is. I must find out immediately!” I did a little research 
and found out that there was a Catholic bookstore in downtown San 
Diego. When I got to the bookstore, I told the employee that I was 
trying to find information on a priest named Padre Pio. “You have come 
to the right store,” the employee told me. “We probably have the largest 
selection of books on Padre Pio in California.” I was able to purchase a 
book on Padre Pio and I finished reading it in a few short days. I loved 
the book, just like I loved the book on St. Francis. To my surprise, I 
found out by the reading that St. Francis was Padre Pio’s spiritual father 
and that Padre Pio was a member of the religious order that St. Francis 
had founded. 

Through the reading of the biography, it was obvious to me that 
Padre Pio was a saint, and a great saint. The book told of the many 
extraordinary spiritual gifts that Padre Pio had - bilocation, healing, 
stigmata, reading of hearts, miracles, etc. That was impressive for sure, 


but it was not what impressed me the most. What attracted me the most 
to Padre Pio was his profound prayer life and his deep love for God. He 
lived in God’s presence continually. His life was totally consecrated to 
God and to the service of the Church. 

While reading the book on Padre Pio, I became very much aware of 
the differences in the teachings of the Catholic Church when compared 
to the teachings of Self- Realization Fellowship. But it was obvious to 
me that what I had read in the biography of Padre Pio was plain and 
simple, the truth. There was also a matter of great significance that I had 
to consider. Padre Pio was a Catholic. His spirituality could not be seen 
outside of his Catholicism. He had a great love and a great fidelity to his 
Catholic faith. That was important. If the Catholic Church could 
produce a saint like Padre Pio, then I needed to really stop and consider 
the implications of that. I needed to reexamine all of my religious 
beliefs in the light of what I had learned from reading the book on Padre 
Pio. 

I had spent more than twenty years as a member of Self-Realization 
Fellowship and I was sure that I would always be. It had been the center 
of my life and my family’s life. But I was so impressed by the book I 
had read about Padre Pio that I started seriously considering the idea of 
becoming a Catholic. First though, I needed to learn more about the 
teachings of the Catholic Church. 

I visited a free Catholic lending library in my area and looked at all 
the audio recordings that were in their library. However, nothing looked 
interesting to me. I was about to leave the library when one of the 
employees encouraged me to take some of the audio recordings home. I 
knew that I was not interested but the employee kept urging me to take 
some. I finally agreed to check out a few of the selections. What a good 
decision that was! I loved the audio tapes and I began listening to them 
while I was at work. I had a private office where I did computer work 
and it was easy to play the recordings during my shift. I worked forty 
hours a week and I kept the recordings on practically all the time. I 
eventually checked out almost every audio tape that was in the lending 
library. For a period of two years I listened to them and I loved what I 


was learning about the Catholic Church. I took copious notes which 
filled several large notebooks, and studied the notes frequently. I finally 
considered myself ready to take the next good step. 

I made an appointment at a nearby parish to take adult instruction in 
the Catholic faith so that I could be received into the Church. My 
husband told me that he thought it was beautiful that I was seeking 
spiritually. However, he made it clear to me that he had found his 
spiritual path in Self-Realization Fellowship. He didn’t want me to try to 
convert him to Catholicism and I promised him that I would not. 

On the day of my appointment with the RCIA (Rite of Christian 
Initiation of Adults) director, I felt happy and full of anticipation. The 
nun who was in charge of the program was very friendly and 
approachable and I signed up to take the classes. She told me that once I 
started the classes, any and all of my questions would be addressed. I 
would learn the meaning of many Catholic terms that I might not know, 
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like “litanies,” “novenas,” etc. For some reason, when she said “‘litanies” 
and “novenas” the words bothered me. They sounded so foreign. The 
nun invited me to come to the parish any time I wanted to but the word 
“parish” also sounded strange to me. I had gone to a temple for more 
than twenty years. The word “parish” made me feel uncomfortable. It 
didn’t feel like home. 

As the nun talked on and explained the format of the Catholic 
instruction classes, a feeling of sadness came over me and I knew that I 
was not going to be able to join the Catholic Church. It was like a light 
switch that was suddenly turned on in my mind, bringing me sharply 
back to reality. “I must have been crazy to think that I could become 
Catholic,” I said to myself. “It doesn’t feel right. I could never feel at 
home in the Catholic Church. I know that now.” It was one thing to 
listen to the Catholic recordings in my office, but talking to the nun 
about Catholicism had a completely different effect on me, a negative 
effect. I was also beginning to realize that there were many of the 
Catholic teachings that I did not agree with. The next morning, I called 
and cancelled. 

But my decision did not bring me peace. I was torn in two 


directions. On the one hand, I wanted to become a Catholic but on the 
other hand I knew I could not go through with it. In order to convince 
myself to go forward with my plan of becoming Catholic, I took out a 
sheet of paper and wrote down all the reasons why I wanted to become a 
Catholic. There were many reasons and they filled almost an entire sheet 
of paper. I read the notes to myself every day. But the doubts I had 
about the Catholic Church would not go away. 

Faith is a gift. Some people have the gift of faith and some do not. It 
became obvious to me that I did not have the gift of faith. I could not 
manufacture it either, although I tried. For the first time in my life, I had 
no church to go to, no faith community to be a part of. I had stopped 
attending Self-Realization Fellowship after I read the book on Padre 
Pio. My husband and I had gone to church together every Sunday for 
more than twenty years. Now, he was attending the service at Self- 
Realization Fellowship each Sunday alone. I wanted to join the Catholic 
Church, but it did not seem as though it was going to be possible. I told 
myself it didn’t matter. I could still love Padre Pio and St. Francis of 
Assisi. I could continue to study the lives of the saints. I could pray. I 
could believe in God. Who said I had to be a part of organized religion? 
It was no longer going to be a part of my life even though I wanted it to 
be. But in my heart and soul, I was miserable. “It is going to be this way 
for the rest of my life and I am going to have to get used to it,” I said to 
myself. 

Nevertheless, I kept trying to move forward. I visited another 
Catholic Church and made an appointment to speak to the director of 
RCIA. This time the interview went better. I started attending the 
classes with about seven other adults who were seeking full communion 
in the Church. Although I never missed a class, for some reason I did 
not feel excited about what I was learning and I was not enjoying the 
sessions. I was not sure I wanted to complete the program. I wasn’t 
quite ready to quit but I knew it was a very real possibility. I decided to 
take it one day at a time. 

It was during this time that something happened which I would have 
never imagined. I woke up suddenly one night from a sound sleep to see 


Padre Pio beside my bed, elevated above the floor. He was wearing a 
dark habit and the hood of his habit was pulled up on his head in a very 
striking way. I had seen several photographs of Padre Pio in the 
biography that I had read, but none of them showed the hood of his 
habit pulled up the way I saw it. He had a very solemn, a very grave 
look on his face. He was scrutinizing me with great intensity. His brows 
were knitted. Looking into his eyes, I felt paralyzed. I could not move. 

I had never had an experience like that before and I have never had 
once since. I know that reading this, some people might think it was a 
hallucination or a dream. But it was neither. I have never had a 
hallucination in my life, or for that matter, any problem with my mental 
health. And it was not a dream for I was wide-awake and it is easy to 
distinguish the difference between the two states. There has never been a 
time when I doubted what I saw. 

The morning after I saw Padre Pio beside my bed, I told my husband 
and children about it. They listened and they believed me but they did 
not know what to make of it. I didn’t know what to make of it either. At 
that time, I had read one book and one book only on Padre Pio’s life. I 
had never said even one prayer to him. It had never occurred to me to 
pray to him to help me in my spiritual crisis or to remove the doubts I 
had about the Catholic Church. But that is what he did for me. 

Shortly after seeing Padre Pio, I realized that all of my doubts about 
the Catholic Church had vanished. Suddenly everything seemed so 
simple, so clear. As I continued to attend the RCIA classes, I didn’t have 
a single theological question that needed an explanation. I lost the 
apathy that I had previously felt while attending the classes. I became 
enthusiastic and excited about what I was learning and I looked forward 
with great anticipation to the day I would be received into the Church. 

At our RCIA class one evening, we were told that we would all have 
to go to confession before being received into the Church at the Easter 
Vigil. The teacher explained to us that we would need to see a priest and 
confess every one of the serious sins we had ever committed as well as 
the number of times committed. The whole concept was new to me and 
it filled me with dread. “How embarrassing!” I said to myself. “How 


scary!” 

I bought a booklet to study on how to make a good confession but I 
still had a great deal of trepidation. I kept putting it off. I told my 
husband I had a big problem. It was nearing the Easter Vigil and I was 
going to have to go to confession but I did not feel like I had the courage 
to do it. I asked him if he would give me some advice on how to go 
through with it. 

My husband knew nothing about the sacrament of confession so he 
read the booklet I had bought and was very edified by it. “How lucky 
you are,” he said to me. “You will be receiving a tremendous amount of 
grace by going to confession. What a blessing! You have nothing at all 
to fear. The priest will be hearing your confession but it will really be 
Jesus that you are confessing your sins to. I wish that I could go to 
confession!” he said. He gave me a great deal of good advice and a lot 
of encouragement. He also told me that he wished every church had the 
sacrament of confession available. The world would be much better for 
it, he said. It was not easy for me to step into that dark confessional box, 
but I did it and I felt a great sense of freedom afterwards. Just as my 
husband said, it was a great blessing, a great grace. 

I entered the Catholic Church on Holy Saturday evening, 1995. It 
was a beautiful and solemn ceremony. When the priest traced the sign of 
the cross on my forehead and repeated my confirmation name, Sister 
Pia, it was a great moment for me. It had been a long journey but I knew 
I was where I belonged. Although my husband and my children did not 
completely understand my decision, they were there to support me and 
they were happy for me. 

Shortly after I became a Catholic, I asked my husband to take me to 
the Padre Pio shrine on the East Coast. I had a great desire to learn more 
about Padre Pio and I had heard that the shrine had a large Padre Pio 
bookstore. “You want to go all the way across the country just to visit a 
bookstore?” Ron asked. “Yes, it is what I really need to do,” I replied. 
At the shrine, I bought every book on Padre Pio that was available. On 
my return trip home, I had a whole suitcase filled with Padre Pio books 
and Padre Pio magazines. I read each one of them from cover to cover. I 


noticed that some of the back issues of the Padre Pio magazine were 
missing from my new collection. I wrote to Padre Pio’s monastery of 
Our Lady of Grace in San Giovanni Rotondo, Italy and requested them. 
They sent me every back issue of the Voice of Padre Pio magazine that I 
requested, dating from the early 1970’s. I was interested in reading 
everything that had ever been written about him. In my heart, I was 
beginning to feel a desire to do something for Padre Pio, to promote him 
in some way. 

My husband told me that I had changed so much after I began to 
receive the sacraments, that he became envious. He needed to study for 
himself and learn about the Catholic Church. He entered the Church two 
years after I did. He went on to get a Masters Degree in Theology and 
began working full time at our parish as the Director of Religious 
Education. Later, my daughter and her husband converted to 
Catholicism. My mother too, a life-long Protestant, entered the Catholic 
Church when she was eighty-four years old. 

I found out that there was a Padre Pio prayer group in our area and 
my husband and I began to attend. We became acquainted with the 
woman who founded the prayer group, Celina Florentino and listened 
with interest when she told us how the prayer group was founded. 
Celina had a great devotion to Padre Pio and went to a number of 
churches, asking for permission to organize a monthly Padre Pio prayer 
meeting. For one reason or another, the answer was always no. Celina 
became discouraged and was about to give up on the project. She 
prayed, “Padre Pio, I wanted to have a prayer group in your honor but 
all of my efforts have been unsuccessful. I need you to give me a sign if 
you want me to continue to search for a parish for the prayer group, 
otherwise I am going to let go of the idea.” 

Not long after, a woman came up to Celina and said, “Wouldn’t it be 
wonderful if there was a Padre Pio prayer group in San Diego! Do you 
think we could have one?” Celina had received her sign. A short time 
later, she received permission to hold the prayer group at the Italian 
parish of Our Lady of the Rosary. It was the perfect place! Fr. Louis 
Solcia, C.R.S.P. was appointed Spiritual Director of the prayer group. 


In the beginning, there were only seven or eight people who 
attended the monthly prayer group, but gradually the numbers started 
increasing. When Ron and I began attending, there were about seventy- 
five people who came regularly. At present, the entire church and 
balcony are filled to capacity with three hundred to three hundred and 
fifty people in attendance. There is standing room only. 

From time to time, Celina would have planning meetings after the 
monthly Padre Pio devotions. What was surprising to me was that very 
few people came to the planning meetings - only my husband, myself 
and a few elderly women. We became Celina’s “core team” and we 
looked forward to each and every meeting. I imagine that Celina was 
probably somewhat disappointed with her little team of volunteers, but 
she never let on. At her disposal were two brand-new Catholics and 
three women who were well-advanced in years. Whenever Celina told 
us about a project she had in mind regarding Padre Pio, my husband and 
I were ready to help. We were not particular. We were happy to do 
anything. 

When Padre Pio was beatified in 1999, our Padre Pio prayer group 
had a big celebration at Our Lady of the Rosary parish. Celina suggested 
that we invite our own Bishop Gilbert Chavez of San Diego. He 
accepted the invitation and it proved to be a great blessing for our prayer 
community. We have continued to celebrate Padre Pio’s Feast Day ever 
since. 

Soon after Padre Pio’s beatification, Celina asked my husband and I 
to write a Padre Pio newsletter for our prayer group. The idea appealed 
to me immediately. Pray, Hope, and Don’t Worry, was the name we 
gave our quarterly publication. I did the writing and my husband did the 
editing and graphic work. We printed 200 copies for the first issue but 
later we began to print 12,000 copies each quarter. 

I wanted the newsletter to contain testimonials of people who had 
met Padre Pio. I knew that several people from our prayer group had 
made a trip to Italy in the 1960’s and had met him, so their stories 
became the topics of the early issues of our newsletters. We also put out 
the word that we were interested in talking with people who had met 


Padre Pio. This provided more leads than we could have ever imagined. 
It was almost unbelievable the way we became acquainted with many of 
Padre Pio’s spiritual children who had known him in the early years. On 
numerous occasions, we traveled to different parts of the United States 
in order to interview people and record their personal testimonies for 
our newsletter. When we created a website dedicated to Padre Pio 
(www.padrepiodevotions.org) and posted the Pray, Hope, and Don’t 
Worry newsletter on it, people from all parts of the world began reading 
it. 

Celina asked Ron and I to take over leadership of the Padre Pio 
prayer group in San Diego and we agreed to. A short time later, she 
passed away. She died on Easter Sunday, the day that is considered by 
Christians to be the holiest day of the year. 

On June 16, 2002, Ron and I attended the canonization of Padre Pio 
in Rome. It was one of the largest attended canonization ceremonies in 
the history of the Church. From Rome, we traveled to Padre Pio’s home 
town of Pietrelcina, walking the narrow streets, visiting the parish 
church of St. Anne’s where Padre Pio was baptized, seeing the house 
where he lived with his family, as well as other important landmarks of 
his life. Afterward, we traveled on to Padre Pio’s monastery in San 
Giovanni Rotondo. What a great privilege it was to visit the original 
church of Our Lady of Grace, where Padre Pio had celebrated Mass for 
so many years of his life. How beautiful it was to see the devotion of the 
pilgrims from many parts of the world and to kneel with them at his 
tomb and pray. 

We were very surprised when we were notified in 2004 that the 
archbishop of San Giovanni Rotondo, Archbishop Domenico 
D’ Ambrosio, the head of Padre Pio’s work throughout the world, was 
coming to San Diego to visit our Padre Pio prayer group. There were 
1,650 people as well as three bishops in attendance at the Mass that the 
archbishop celebrated in honor of Padre Pio. 

Ron began to feel a call to make a deeper commitment to God and to 
the Church. After almost five years of theological studies and formation 
in prison ministry, hospice, hospital chaplaincy, and service to the poor, 


he was ordained a deacon for the diocese of San Diego in June, 2008. 

Sitting in a downtown hotel in Los Angeles, California when I was 
twenty years old, I had no way of knowing how the little story that I 
heard about Padre Pio would change my life and lead me on a 
completely new spiritual journey. For some reason, it took a long time. 
It is said that God’s timing is perfect. He waits until we are ready to 
receive what He wants to give us. I feel that I was led in an 
unmistakable way to the spiritual path that I was meant to follow. It 
feels like home. 


I am on the road toward the Holy in which I am already rooted. I 
abide in that toward which I constantly journey. On the one hand, I 
have not yet reached the goal of my pilgrimage, which is God, but on 
the other hand, God is not really far from any one of us: In him we live 
and move and have our being (Acts 17:27-28). .. God is our place... It 
takes a lifetime to realize fully that God is our place, that God is truly 
enough, that God alone is all we need and alone can bring us the peace 
and meaning we long for in life. 

— Father Charles Cummings, O.C.S.O. 


For many, death is a sorrowful event. For Padre Pio, it was like a 
release from prison or a long awaited journey home. His life was 
completely oriented toward attaining Heaven. 

— Father Federico de Macchia Valforte 


CHAPTER 54 
Padre Pio’s Holy Death 


Padre Pio’s health steadily declined during the last years of his life. 
In 1968, the year that Padre Pio died, Father Carmelo, the superior of 
the monastery, was keenly aware of Padre Pio’s deteriorating condition. 
He told Padre Pio that he did not want him to overtax himself and that 
he could dispense with hearing confessions if he wanted to. But Padre 
Pio would not even consider it. He never wanted to “retire” from his 
priestly ministry. He wanted to work right up until the end and that is 
exactly what he did. A few days before his death, although weak and 
extremely ill, he insisted on hearing confessions. “He desired to die on 
his feet, at his place of work, after a day spent with others in prayer and 
in his ministry for good,” Father Carmelo said. 

The Capuchins who lived with Padre Pio observed the decrease in 
his physical strength in his later years. On one occasion, Padre Rosario 
gave Padre Pio a Rosary as a gift. Shortly after, Padre Pio returned it to 
him. He explained that it was too heavy and he did not have the strength 
to hold it. Padre Rosario said, “He seemed always at the extreme limits 
of his strength and he was in constant expectation of death.” When 
saying goodnight, Padre Pio often asked his Capuchin brothers to 
recommend him to the Lord because he was not sure if he would be 
alive in the morning. “Padre Pio was not frightened of death, but he felt 
it looking over his shoulder, ready to snatch him away,” Padre Rosario 


said. 

Several months before his death, Padre Pio asked that a picture of St. 
Joseph be hung near his cell. His confreres noticed that he would stop 
every day before the picture and gaze at it in silence. Later, they learned 
that Padre Pio had been praying each day to St. Joseph for a happy 
death. 

Some of the Capuchins also stated that for a number of weeks before 
Padre Pio’s death, the monastery of Our Lady of Grace seemed to have 
an altogether different feeling about it. The corridors, the rooms and 
gathering areas, and the monastery itself seemed to be pervaded by what 
was described as a “mystical silence.” No one had any idea that Padre 
Pio would soon be passing away. 

When Padre Pio knew that his end was approaching, he immersed 
himself in prayer. One of his spiritual sons said, “Padre Pio’s life was 
dedicated to prayer, from the solitary prayers he learned as a child in 
Pietrelcina, to the Our Father which he prayed in his cell during the last 
hours of his life, when he was perfectly conscious of his imminent 
departure. In his temptations he prayed, in his joys he prayed, in the 
many vicissitudes of life he prayed, in his illness he prayed. God imbued 
his whole existence and his every action with prayer.” 

In a sense, Padre Pio had always looked forward to the end of his 
earthly pilgrimage. He longed to return to his true home, Heaven, where 
he could be united to God for eternity. He wrote a letter to Padre 
Agostino and said: 


Living here below is wearisome to me, my dear Father. It is 
such a bitter torment to me to live in exile that I can hardly go on 
any longer. The thought that at any moment I could lose Jesus 
terrifies me in a way I cannot explain. (Letters I) 


Not long before Padre Pio passed away, he spoke to Brother 
Modestino Fucci and asked him to assist him with his prayers. “But 
Spiritual Father,” Brother Modestino said, “it is you who must pray for 
me.” Padre Pio answered him, “My son, I tell you that the justice of God 


is severe. Pray for me.” Brother Modestino understood then that Padre 
Pio was speaking of his death. Padre Pio also spoke about his death to 
his friend, Carlo Trabucco. He said to Carlo, “When my time comes to 
leave this life, if my heavenly Mother is not there to hold my hand, how 
will I have courage?” Carlo then began to contemplate the thought of his 
own death, knowing that he too, would have to render an account to 
God. As Carlo thought about it, he began to tremble. 

There were many indications that Padre Pio had knowledge of the 
time and date of his death. In 1966 he said to his niece, Pia Forgione 
Pennelli, “I will not be alive in two years.” He would die in 1968. He 
told his friend Pietruccio Cugino that he would die in his eighty-first 
year, and indeed he did. 

Padre Pio was very close to Father Onorato Marcucci, who assisted 
him in the last three years of his life. When Father Onorato had to travel 
to Montecatini a short time before Padre Pio’s passing, Padre Pio said to 
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him, “Son, I beg you to return as soon as possible!” He wanted to have 
those he loved near him at the time of his death. 

Padre Pio told his spiritual daughter, Josephine Bove, that he would 
die when the crypt in the church of Our Lady of Grace was built. He 
knew that the Capuchins were planning to build a crypt for his burial. 
Nevertheless, he indicated that it was not his desire to be buried in a 
specially made crypt. Rather, he wanted to be buried in a simple grave. 
The construction of the new church of Our Lady of Grace was finished 
in 1959. Josephine Bove was afraid that the completion of the new 
church might in some way be a signal of Padre Pio’s death. But the 
building of Padre Pio’s crypt was put on hold for a number of years. It 
was finally completed and was blessed on September 22, 1968. Padre 
Pio died sixteen hours later. 

Shortly before his death, Padre Pio conveyed the message that he 
would soon be entering eternal life to a number of his spiritual children. 
One was a woman who lived in Catania, Sicily. She visited San 
Giovanni Rotondo on September 8, 1968 and made her confession to 
Father Alberto D’Apolito. She asked Father Alberto for a favor. She 
told him that she had a great desire to see Padre Pio, even if only for a 


moment and to kiss his hand. Father Alberto told her that it would be 
impossible. There were too many pilgrims in the church that day. 
However, he could arrange for her to see Padre Pio on the following 
day. 

The woman explained to Father Alberto that she had made the long 
journey to San Giovanni Rotondo from Sicily. She was poor and had 
made great sacrifices to get to the monastery. She did not have enough 
money to stay overnight in a hotel but would have to return to Sicily that 
very day. All of her life, she had wanted to see Padre Pio but could 
never afford to make the trip. A few days before, she had a vivid dream. 
In her dream Padre Pio said to her, “If you want to see me, come to San 
Giovanni Rotondo immediately because in a few days I will die.” She 
had to borrow the money for the travel expenses. 

Father Alberto was skeptical about the woman’s words. He believed 
that she had made up the story in an effort to convince him to allow her 
to see Padre Pio. Father Alberto heard the same type of requests day in 
and day out and the more desperate the people were, the more they 
tended to exaggerate the truth. He had no indication that Padre Pio was 
going to die any time soon. When the woman began to cry, Father 
Alberto’s heart softened and he decided to help her. He led her through 
a corridor of the monastery to the elevator and told her to wait there. 
Padre Pio would be coming that way shortly. The woman knelt down 
and waited. When Padre Pio passed by the area where she was kneeling, 
he stopped. He looked at her with great tenderness and spoke to her. She 
was deeply moved when he placed his hands on her head, giving her a 
blessing. Before leaving the monastery, she returned to the confessional 
to speak to Father Alberto. With tears in her eyes, she thanked him with 
all her heart for arranging the meeting. It was just fifteen days later that 
Padre Pio passed away. 

September 20, 1968 was the 50th anniversary of Padre Pio’s 
stigmata. For Padre Pio, it would be a day like any other day, a day 
devoted to Mass, prayer, and service to the Lord. But it was not a day 
like any other day for his spiritual children from around the world. 
Many had come great distances to be present for his anniversary. The 


Mass on September 20th was at the usual early morning hour of 5:00 
a.m. and the church was filled to capacity. Many people had to stand 
outside during the Mass. In keeping with Padre Pio’s wishes, there were 
no speeches, no festivities, no celebration. There was only one 
exception to the rule and that was the hundreds of deep red roses that 
decorated the sanctuary of the church. The crucifix in the choir loft 
before which Padre Pio received the stigmata on September 20, 1918, 
was also adorned with beautiful red roses. 

Father Armand Dasseville, OFM Capuchin, was one of the many 
pilgrims that day who attended the Mass that commemorated the 50th 
anniversary of Padre Pio’s stigmata. An active promoter of Padre Pio 
prayer groups in the United States, Father Dasseville had traveled from 
New York City to attend the Mass. Father Dasseville said: 


It is hard to put my impressions of Padre Pio’s Mass into 
words. All I had heard and read about his masses was true. I was 
touched by the humility, the sincerity, and the great faith of this 
man of prayer. He seemed oblivious to the noises and 
exclamations, the pushing and shoving that was going on in the 
church as people edged closer to get a better look at him. He 
literally lived the Mass. He relived the Passion of Christ. From 
the expression on his face, he actually suffered with Christ. As 
far as I could judge, the sufferings of Padre Pio were greatest at 
the moment of the consecration of the Mass. His eyes sometimes 
would close, his face would contort in pain, and his lips would 
tremble. Frequently I saw him wipe tears from his eyes with his 
handkerchief. He was seated for the Mass and faced the people. 
In obedience to his superiors, the Mass lasted only a good half 
hour. 


Like Father Armand, Dorothy Boes was another one of Padre Pio’s 
spiritual children who attended the Mass on September 20. Dorothy had 
always had a great desire to visit Padre Pio and when she heard that 
there would be a Mass at Our Lady of Grace monastery celebrating the 


50th anniversary of Padre Pio’s stigmata, she immediately applied for a 
passport to travel to Italy. She received it just in time. Dorothy and her 
friend Mary arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo on September 19. 
Knowing how crowded the Mass would be the next morning, they 
decided to get to the church at 2:30 a.m. to wait for the doors to open. 
When the church finally opened, the two women were almost knocked 
down by the crowds who rushed in all at once. Nevertheless, Dorothy 
and Mary managed to find good seats in the front. 

Afterwards, Mary and Dorothy along with some of the other 
pilgrims in attendance were taken to a room in the monastery where 
Padre Pio was brought in to greet them. Dorothy said, “Padre Pio looked 
directly at Mary and I and said, “I knew for a long time that all of you 
would be coming to see me.” Then he called us his children.” Shortly 
after, Dorothy and Mary left San Giovanni Rotondo to return home. Just 
a few days later they learned that Padre Pio had passed away. 

Mr. Gino Pin and his family also came to attend the 50th 
anniversary Mass of Padre Pio’s stigmata. Gino had a great devotion to 
Padre Pio and was a tireless worker for the Padre Pio prayer groups in 
Biella, Italy. Father Alberto D’Apolito was very happy to greet Gino 
when he arrived. He felt sorry for Gino because he knew that he had 
experienced many difficulties in his family life. Padre Alberto went to 
Padre Pio with a request. He handed him a holy card and asked him to 
write a devotional message on the back. He did not tell him who he was 
going to give it to. He knew how much it would mean to Gino to have a 
prayer card that Padre Pio had inscribed. Padre Pio kissed the holy card 
and blessed it and wrote on the back, “May Jesus and Mary always 
sweeten your sorrows.” When Father Alberto read the message, he was 
disappointed. He did not want Gino to be reminded of his “sorrows” for 
he had experienced one trial after another in recent years. He decided 
not to give the holy card to Gino. 

Instead, Father Alberto arranged for Gino to see Padre Pio 
personally. He took him to the veranda of the monastery so that he could 
greet Padre Pio. Padre Pio spoke to him with affection and said he 
would pray for his intentions. Before Gino left, Padre Pio gave him a 


blessing. 

Afterward, Father Alberto decided to give Gino the holy card that 
Padre Pio had signed. When Gino read the message on the back of the 
card, his eyes filled with tears. He said to Father Alberto, “Did you see 
the message that Padre Pio wrote to me?” indicating the reference to his 
“sorrows.” Father Alberto encouraged Gino by saying, “Be strong. 
Padre Pio is with you. He will help you.” Later that evening, Gino came 
back to the monastery to see Father Alberto. He was crying as he told 
Father Alberto that his daughter, Maria Pia, had just been admitted to 
the hospital and was in very serious condition. The doctors suspected 
that she had a tumor or possibly peritonitis. 

The next morning, Maria Pia’s condition was even more desperate. 
Gino wondered if he should take her back home to Biella to receive 
medical treatment there. He asked Father Alberto to explain the 
situation to Padre Pio and to ask him for advice. Father Alberto went at 
once to look for Padre Pio and found him on the veranda, praying the 
Rosary. Father Alberto spoke to him about Gino, but he did not reply. It 
did not seem as though he was even aware of Father Alberto’s presence. 
He appeared to be deeply immersed in prayer. 

Father Alberto finally tapped Padre Pio to get his attention and he 
then looked up in surprise. “Padre Pio,” Father Alberto said. “Gino’s 
daughter, Maria Pia, is in the hospital in very serious condition. She 
may need an operation. Gino needs your advice. He wonders if he 
should take her back home to Biella. What should he do?” “She should 
not be moved from the hospital,” Padre Pio replied. “If she needs an 
operation, she should be operated on here and not in Biella.” “Gino is a 
poor man,” Father Alberto said. “He cannot afford to have his daughter 
remain in the hospital and he cannot afford the cost of an operation. 
Can’t you invoke a cure from the Blessed Virgin for Maria Pia so that 
she doesn’t have to have an operation?’ “Yes, I will pray about it,” 
Padre Pio answered. 

Several hours later when Dr. Gusso, the head physician of the Home 
for the Relief of Suffering examined Maria Pia, he found that she was 
completely well. She was immediately discharged from the hospital. 


The miraculous recovery of Gino Pin’s daughter occurred on September 
22, one day before Padre Pio’s death. It is considered to be possibly the 
last miracle, the last grace invoked by Padre Pio to the Blessed Virgin, 
before he died. 

Marissa Liberati, a spiritual daughter of Padre Pio, used to travel 
from Rome to San Giovanni Rotondo twice a month to make her 
confession to Padre Pio. She told him that she would like to bring her 
two nieces, Lucia and Anna to the monastery to receive their first Holy 
Communion from his hands. Padre Pio told her to have the girls receive 
their religious instruction in Rome and when it was completed, he would 
be happy to give them their first Communion. Lucia and Anna attended 
catechism classes and completed their sacramental preparation but their 
parents kept delaying the date for the trip to San Giovanni Rotondo. 
Marissa frequently spoke to Padre Pio about the situation. 

Toward the middle of September 1968, Marissa had a vivid dream. 
In her dream, Padre Pio told her to bring Anna and Lucia to San 
Giovanni Rotondo as soon as possible. There was an urgency in his 
voice. When she woke up, she reflected on the dream and decided to 
cancel the pilgrimage that she was planning to make to Lourdes. 
Instead, she purchased the first Holy Communion clothing for her nieces 
and along with their mother, took the girls to San Giovanni Rotondo. 

Padre Pio was extremely weak and ill on the day that Marissa 
arrived with her nieces and their mother. It was September 22 and the 
church was full to overflowing. The members of Padre Pio’s worldwide 
prayer groups were present at the Mass that morning. They had come to 
San Giovanni Rotondo to attend the International Prayer Group 
Congress. Padre Pio said Mass on that day in thanksgiving for the 
prayer groups and in special thanksgiving for the official approval and 
recognition they had recently received from the Holy Office in Rome. It 
was a great joy for Padre Pio to know that his prayer groups were 
established on a firm foundation and were flourishing worldwide. 

At the Mass, Padre Pio gave Communion first to Lucia and then to 
Anna. Anna Fanoni was the last person to receive Holy Communion 
from Padre Pio’s hands. As he left the altar, he almost collapsed. 


Several of the Capuchins who assisted at the Mass aided him and kept 
him from falling. Padre Pio looked out at the sea of people, and in a 
broken and shaky voice called out, “My children, my children.” Later, 
he went to a window of the monastery to greet and bless the prayer 
group members who were gathered in the piazza below. He was so weak 
that he had to be supported by two of his brother Capuchins. 

That evening about 9:00 p.m. Padre Pio used the intercom to call 
Padre Pellegrino to come to his room. Padre Pellegrino, who took turns 
with Padre Onorato and Padre Mariano in assisting Padre Pio, was 
assigned to the evening duty that night. When Padre Pellegrino 
answered Padre Pio’s call and entered his room, he found him in bed 
and noticed that his eyes were red with tears. Padre Pio had called him 
because he wanted to know what time it was. Padre Pellegrino dried 
Padre Pio’s tears with a handkerchief and told him the time. After he 
checked to make sure that Padre Pio was all right, Padre Pellegrino went 
back to his room. 

During the evening, Padre Pio called Padre Pellegrino to his room 
five or six times asking for small necessities. Every time he entered the 
room, he noticed tears in Padre Pio’s eyes. Nevertheless, Padre Pio 
joked with him by calling him Don Pellegrino rather than the usual, “my 
son” or “my brother.” He always called him Don Pellegrino whenever 
wanted to make him laugh. 

Around midnight, Padre Pio asked Padre Pellegrino if he would stay 
on in his room with him, and he was happy to do so. Usually Padre 
Pellegrino sat in the armchair but on this night, Padre Pio wanted him to 
sit right beside his bed. He took Padre Pellegrino’s hand in his and held 
it tightly. Padre Pio began to tremble like a frightened child. Every few 
minutes he wanted to know the time. Padre Pellegrino did not know 
what to make of it. It almost seemed as though he had an appointment 
with someone. He continued to wipe the tears from Padre Pio’s eyes and 
to stay close beside him. 

A little after midnight, Padre Pio asked Padre Pellegrino if he had 
celebrated Mass. “Spiritual Father, it is too early to say Mass,” Padre 
Pellegrino answered. “Today you will celebrate the Mass for me,” Padre 


Pio said. Padre Pellegrino did not understand Padre Pio’s words and 
replied, “But I say Mass every day for your intentions.” “Today you will 
say Mass for my soul,” Padre Pio said. The words sounded strange to 
Padre Pellegrino but he did not ask for an explanation. 

Padre Pio then asked Padre Pellegrino to hear his confession. Padre 
Pellegrino was not his regular confessor but he had heard his confession 
many times in the past and he heard it on this night. “If the Lord calls 
me today, ask the Brothers to forgive me for all the trouble I have been 
to them and ask them and all my spiritual children to pray for my soul,” 
Padre Pio said. Padre Pellegrino assured him that he had no need to 
worry for he still had a long time yet to live. Nevertheless, Padre 
Pellegrino added, “But if it is indeed near the time of your death, I ask 
you for a last blessing for the Brothers and for all of your spiritual 
children.” Padre Pio answered, “I bless them all and I ask you to have 
the superior give them this last blessing for me.” 

Padre Pio then said that he wanted to renew his religious vows. At 
these words, Padre Pellegrino grew frightened because in the Capuchin 
tradition, the only time the vows of religious profession are renewed is 
when one is on his death bed. Padre Pio was putting everything in order, 
down to the last detail. Padre Pellegrino listened as Padre Pio renewed 
his vows of poverty, chastity and obedience. Padre Pio said: 


I, Padre Pio of Pietrelcina, vow and promise to Almighty 
God, to the Blessed Virgin Mary, to our Holy Father, Saint 
Francis, to all the saints and to you, Father, to observe all the 
days of my life, the Rule of the Friars Minor, confirmed by Pope 
Honorius, and to live in obedience, without property, and in 
chastity. 


Padre Pellegrino spoke the response, “If you abide by this, on behalf 
of God, I promise you eternal life.” Padre Pio said that he could not 
breathe well in bed and wanted to get up. “Are there any stars in the sky 
tonight?” Padre Pio asked. “Yes, indeed. The sky is studded with stars 
tonight,” Padre Pellegrino replied. “Let us go to the veranda then and 


see,” Padre Pio said. Padre Pio had severe arthritis and at eighty-one 
years of age, his posture was stooped and bent. Because it was very 
painful for him to walk, he used a wheelchair most of the time. But on 
this night for some reason, he was able to stand up straight and he 
walked briskly and with great ease to the veranda, needing no 
assistance. To Padre Pellegrino, Padre Pio suddenly looked twenty years 
younger. 

When Padre Pio got to the veranda, he reached over and turned on 
the light. That was something he had not done in so long that Padre 
Pellegrino could not even remember. He knew from personal experience 
that unusual things often happened in Padre Pio’s presence and he 
reasoned that this night was no exception. Padre Pio then began to stare 
intently at a particular area on the veranda. Padre Pellegrino could not 
understand what he was looking at with such concentration, but soon he 
would understand. He was staring at the exact place where the 
Capuchins would carry his lifeless body in just a few short hours. 

Suddenly Padre Pio began to feel very ill. He wanted to go back to 
his room but he was too weak to stand up. Padre Pellegrino quickly 
went to get a wheelchair. Meanwhile, all of the color had drained out of 
Padre Pio’s face and he was growing weaker by the minute. He began to 
repeat the words, Jesus... Mary... over and over. All the while, his 
voice was growing fainter. 

Padre Pellegrino took him back to his room in the wheelchair but 
had great difficulty getting him into his armchair. Once he finally got 
him settled, Padre Pio began to stare intently at a picture that was 
hanging on the wall. He wanted to know who it was. Padre Pellegrino 
answered, “Those are photographs of your mother and father.” “But I 
see two mothers,” Padre Pio said. “No, there is only one mother there,” 
Padre Pellegrino replied, pointing to Giuseppa Forgione. “Don’t worry,” 
Padre Pio said, “I can see very well but I can see two mothers.” 

Padre Pellegrino had lived with Padre Pio for a long time. He knew 
that Jesus and the Virgin Mary often appeared to him. Padre Pio also 
had the rare gift of being able to see his guardian angel in form. Many 
times when he was in prayer, he seemed to be having a conversation 


with someone, someone that he could see but that no one else could see. 
Padre Pellegrino was convinced that the Virgin Mary was present in his 
room at that moment and that Padre Pio could see her. 

Right after Padre Pio spoke of seeing “two mothers” he seemed to 
grow weaker. He broke out into a cold sweat and his lips began to turn 
blue. Padre Pellegrino became alarmed and started to go to get 
assistance. “I do not want you to disturb anyone,” Padre Pio told him. 
“Do not waken anyone.” But Padre Pellegrino insisted on getting help 
and quickly left the room. He woke up Brother Bill Martin and told him 
to place a call to Dr. Giuseppe Sala immediately. After that, Padre 
Pellegrino woke up all the other Capuchins and told them to hurry to 
Padre Pio’s cell. Dr. Sala arrived in less than ten minutes and realized 
that Padre Pio was having a severe bronchial asthma attack. He gave 
him an injection as well as oxygen in an attempt to ease his breathing 
which had become difficult and labored. 

By that time, Father Mariano, Brother Bill Martin, Father Carmelo 
and the other Capuchins had gathered in Padre Pio’s room. Dr. Giovanni 
Scarale and Dr. Giuseppe Gusso soon arrived as well as Mario Pennelli, 
Padre Pio’s nephew. While the doctors were doing their very best to 
help Padre Pio, the Capuchins knelt down beside him and prayed the 
Our Father, the Hail Mary, the prayer for a holy death, and the prayer to 
St. Joseph, patron of the dying. Together, the Capuchins repeated, 
“Jesus, Mary and Joseph, I give you my heart and my soul. Jesus, Mary 
and Joseph, assist me in my last agony. Jesus, Mary and Joseph, may 
my soul peacefully expire in You.” 

The Holy Oils were prepared and Father Paolo gave Padre Pio the 
Last Rites. Padre Pio was fully conscious and was very much aware of 
all that was happening. His feet and hands were becoming very cold and 
he was perspiring heavily. When the doctors realized that he was having 
a heart attack, he was given an injection directly into his heart. With his 
eyes closed, he continued to repeat the words, Jesus... Mary... 
Toward the end, his lips formed the words but he could make no sound, 
not even a whisper. The Capuchins called out to him, “Padre, Padre!” 
He opened his eyes one last time and looked at his dear Brothers. At 


2:30 a.m. with his Rosary clasped in his hands, Padre Pio gently bowed 
his head and died. Dr. Gusso, who had been present during Padre Pio’s 
final moments, stated that it was the most gentle and beautiful passing 
that he had ever witnessed. Padre Pio had lived a holy life and he had 
died a holy death. 

During the months that preceded his death, Padre Pio’s stigmata had 
been slowly disappearing, beginning with the wounds on his feet. The 
Capuchins who attended him noticed that his wounds were bleeding less 
and less. The bandages that had to be changed regularly were 
significantly less bloodstained. On September 22, 1968, the day before 
Padre Pio’s death, his left palm still had a raised scab. During the Mass 
that morning, two scales fell from his hand. 

When Dr. Sala and Father Carmelo examined Padre Pio’s body after 
his death, they discovered that the stigmata on his hands, feet, and side 
had disappeared completely. His skin was now smooth and regenerated 
in the places where the wounds had once been. There was no scarring 
whatsoever. The skin looked as fresh as that of a newborn baby. Dr. 
Sala noticed the beautiful fragrance of orange blossoms in the room. He 
had perceived the fragrance on many occasions when in the presence of 
Padre Pio. As the two stood together and looked at Padre Pio’s lifeless 
body, a scab detached and fell from his left hand. It was the very last 
sign of the wounds of Christ which he had carried on his body for fifty 
years. 

The news of Padre Pio’s death spread quickly. No one had 
anticipated it or had any reason to expect that he would die on 
September 23. The world was shocked and in mourning. In his 
hometown of Pietrelcina, the bells of the parish church tolled every half- 
hour. 

Many who had come to attend Padre Pio’s 50th Anniversary Mass 
as well as the International Prayer Group Congress, were present at his 
funeral. It was as if Divine Providence had arranged for Padre Pio’s 
spiritual children from all parts of the world to be nearby at the time of 
his passing. 

Padre Pio looked beautiful and serene in death. A Rosary was placed 


in his hands as well as a crucifix and the Rule of Saint Francis. Around 
his shoulders was draped his priestly purple stole. Before the funeral 
began, the casket that contained Padre Pio’s body was placed in an open 
hearse. Slowly and solemnly it made its way through the narrow streets 
of San Giovanni Rotondo, finally stopping in front of the Home for the 
Relief of Suffering for a last salute. The funeral procession took more 
than three hours. Air force and police helicopters flew overhead, 
dropping flowers and prayer cards on the huge crowd below. It is 
estimated that one hundred thousand people attended Padre Pio’s 
funeral Mass. His body was placed in a granite crypt and buried directly 
below the main altar of the church. 

Padre Pio assured his spiritual children that his death would not end 
their bond but that he would be ever ready to intercede and to help them 
from Heaven. On one occasion, Father Costantino Capobianco told 
Padre Pio that he hoped that he would die before Padre Pio did. “Why is 
that?” Padre Pio asked. “It is because I would like you to be with me to 
assist me at the time of my death,” Father Costantino replied. “But don’t 
you know that I can help you from Heaven?” Padre Pio replied. 

The stories that attest to Padre’s intercession since his passing are 
too numerous to count. One impressive testimony concerns a woman 
named Constance Woloskiuk who turned on her television set on 
September 23, 1968. She learned the news that Padre Pio has passed 
away that very morning and saw the crowds of people in San Giovanni 
Rotondo, all gathered to pay their last respects. Constance had been 
suffering for a long time from a very painful lower back condition. As 
she listened to the report of Padre Pio’s death on her television set, she 
sent up a heartfelt prayer to him, asking for healing. Immediately, she 
noticed that all the pain in her lower back had vanished. Almost in 
disbelief, she kept getting up out of the chair and sitting back down 
again. That was something that previously, she could only do with great 
difficulty. It was a true miracle. 

Another remarkable testimony concerns Mrs. Roversi who, along 
with her husband, owned a religious goods shop near the monastery of 
Our Lady of Grace. In addition to the rosaries and medals which were 


sold in their shop, literature about Padre Pio was also available, as well 
as his photographs and prayer cards. 

When her husband passed away, Mrs. Roversi was put in a difficult 
situation. She needed an income to support her two children but had no 
knowledge of how to run the store. Her husband had always handled all 
aspects of the business. Mrs. Roversi went to Padre Pio’s tomb and 
prayed, “Padre Pio, I do not know how to manage the business. I need to 
support my children and I pray for your intercession. I need your help!” 
Immediately after the prayer, she felt a deep sense of peace and was 
greatly strengthened in spirit. 

That night, Mrs. Roversi had a dream in which she saw Padre Pio 
standing in front of her. He said, “Look, I can help you now much more 
than I could when I was on earth.” His hands were open and she saw 
that he no longer had the stigmata. In her dream, she said to him, “IT 
know nothing about running the store and I am afraid that I will not be 
able to do it.” Padre Pio said to her, “Go forward with it. I will help 
you.” He showed her his hands and for the second time she saw that the 
wounds of the stigmata were gone. Then she woke up. Mrs. Roversi 
acted upon the advice that Padre Pio had given her in the dream. She 
learned how to manage the store and everything went smoothly from 
that time on. The business did well and she was able to provide for her 
two children. 

Once, a sick man who knelt at the tomb of Padre Pio, prayed for 
healing. He rose from his knees to find that he had been miraculously 
cured. He noticed a tiny rose petal on the top of the tomb and took it 
home to a friend. She too was healed. 

“T will be able to help you much more from Heaven that I can on 
earth,’ Padre Pio often said to those who sought his counsel. And it is 
from Heaven that he has been helping so many of his spiritual children 
from every part of the world. 


For to me to live is Christ, and to die is gain. 
— Philippians 1:21 


PRAYER TO ST. JOSEPH FOR 
A HAPPY DEATH 


O powerful St. Joseph, great patron for the dying, you who breathed 
your last in the arms of Jesus and Mary, I implore you to stand by me at 
the hour of my death. Obtain for me, perfect contrition for my sins, firm 
confidence in the mercy of God, firm trust in the merits of my Savior, 
and the grace to breathe forth my soul while sweetly calling upon the 
holy names, Jesus, Mary and Joseph. 

Jesus, Mary and Joseph, I give you my heart and my soul. Jesus, 
Mary and Joseph, assist me in my last agony. Jesus, Mary and Joseph, 
may I breathe forth my soul at peace in your blessed company. Amen 


Padre Pio has not really passed away. In San Giovanni Rotondo, we 
feel Padre Pio, still present and operating. The pilgrims by now are too 
many to number. And they come not as tourists, but only to pray and to 
reconcile themselves with God. In this way, Padre Pio carries on the 
fulfillment of his mission as a minister of Divine Mercy. 

He lives on in the Prayer Groups, already present in so many parts 
of the world, carrying on his mission as a man of prayer. He lives on in 
the Home for the Relief of Suffering, by giving consolation and strength, 
serenity and courage, to the sick. He lives on in the memory of millions 
of faithful, spread all over the world. The hundreds of letters received . . 
. bear witness to this. Pope Paul VI rightly spoke of a “worldwide 
clientele” around Padre Pio. I believe that there are few in the history 
of the Church who have enjoyed such fame of sanctity. 

— Father Bernardino of Siena 


CHAPTER 55 


Letters Received 


The following selections are from correspondence that we have 
received here at Padre Pio Devotions, including letters, emails, 
telephone calls, and personal interviews. They all attest to the powerful 
intercession of St. Pio. 


Someone was Speaking to Him, Urging Him to Make the Retreat 
I have a brother who is full of anger, bitterness, resentment, hate, and 
selfishness. There is so much negativity in his body, mind and spirit. For 
two years I have been trying to get him to go on an ACTS retreat which 
is a wonderful Catholic four-day retreat in our area in San Antonio, 
Texas. He finally decided to make the retreat and then two days before, 


on a Tuesday, my husband told me that he had changed his mind and 
was not going. 

I told my husband I was going to the computer to pray to Padre Pio 
and ask for his help and intercession. I went to the guestbook at 
www.padrepiodevotions.org and prayed to Padre Pio asking him to help 
my brother. The next day my brother had changed his mind again and 
had decided to go. He told me that he was sitting on his sofa at his 
apartment, thinking about his life, when he felt as though someone was 
speaking to him, urging him to make the retreat. When he returned from 
the four-day retreat, he said that he had finally accepted Jesus into his 
life and he acknowledged that Jesus has always been there for him. He 
said that he just couldn’t see it before. He is now on fire for God and 
sharing his faith with others. I give thanks and praise to Padre Pio, Our 
Lord Jesus Christ and Mother Mary. Praise God! We love you. 

— Name Withheld 


My Mother-in-Law was Healed I am from Cebu City, Philippines. 
One day when I passed by Cebu Cathedral Church, I noticed a great 
crowd of people were there for the Mass. When I went inside, I saw that 
a picture of Padre Pio surrounded by beautiful flowers had been placed 
on the altar. I asked someone what the occasion was and I was told that 
it was a Mass in honor of Padre Pio because he was going to be 
canonized soon. I stayed for the Mass and ever since that time I have 
had a devotion to Padre Pio. I pray to him every day and I pray to him as 
though he was my father. My wife and I have felt his blessings in our 
life. 

In October of 2004, my mother-in-law, Josefina DeLira (Mama Fe) 
was taken to the Perpetual Succor Hospital in Cebu City. The ultra 
sound revealed that she had kidney stones and would have to have 
surgery to remove them. When my wife Liza Joy and I got to the 
hospital, we brought Mama Fe a little icon of St. Pio. Mama Fe was 
very scared about having the surgery. We told her not to worry about 
anything. The truth is that my wife and I were very worried about her 
condition and were also worried because we did not have the money to 


pay for the operation or for any of the other medical expenses. Mama Fe 
has no medical insurance. We did not want her to know of our fears and 
so for her peace of mind, we told her we could handle the doctor bills 
even though we did not know how we would be able to. We told her not 
to worry about anything but to put all her trust in St. Pio. She said that 
she would. 

Early the next morning, Mama Fe suffered a tremendous pain in her 
stomach. It was so severe that she could not even cry out for a nurse to 
come and assist her. She reached for the icon of St. Pio and placed it on 
her abdomen and prayed for him to help her. Then she fell into a deep 
sleep. She woke up to find the doctor at her bedside, examining her. A 
test revealed that all of the kidney stones had disappeared. The doctor 
was so surprised. He could not believe what had happened. No surgery 
was necessary and Mama Fe was then released from the hospital. I 
know that this healing was brought about through the intercession of St. 
Pio, who is very close to God, Jesus and Mother Mary. Thank you, St. 
Pio, for everything. 

— Celestino Petallar 


Healed from Drug Addiction My boyfriend Joe became addicted 
to methamphetamine. After endless attempts to get help for him, I told 
him that the relationship was over unless he agreed to get into a 
rehabilitation facility. He entered a rehabilitation program on Thursday, 
February 9, 2006. The next day he decided that he didn’t need help and 
left the facility. I felt that the next time that I would see him would 
probably be at his funeral. After crying most of the night, the next 
morning I looked at my mail and saw an envelope from the Capuchin 
Franciscan Friars. I usually toss them in the trash, but instead I opened it 
and inside was a prayer card and a picture of St. Pio of Pietrelcina. The 
words of St. Pio said, “Pray, hope, and don’t worry. Worry is useless. 
God is merciful and will hear your prayer. Prayer is the best weapon we 
possess. It is the key that opens the heart of God.” 

I had never seen a picture of St. Pio before. I knew that I needed to 
pray for his intercession. I called Joe and told him that I was very 


disappointed that he gave up so easily and left the rehab facility but that 
I was going to help him in a way that I hadn’t tried before. I hung up the 
phone and I prayed. Later that evening Joe called me. He told me that he 
had not given the rehab facility a chance and that he had called the 
counselor at the facility and asked if he could reenter the program. He 
was told that he would have to wait for a vacant room. 

On Monday, Joe called me to say that he spoke to the program 
director who said that he had never had a patient leave and then call and 
beg for another chance. The director said that they would have an empty 
bed on Wednesday and that if Joe wanted it, he needed to be there by 
9:30 a.m. or it would be given to someone else. I was skeptical because 
Joe was not a morning person and was never on time for anything. Joe 
was able to reenter the facility on Wednesday. He called me on Sunday. 
Joe, the man that I had never seen cry, sobbed uncontrollably. He said 
that he had gone to Mass that day. He told me he was so sorry that he 
always gave me such a hard time when I would beg him to go to church 
with me. He said that he realized now that his addiction was something 
that he couldn’t fix by himself and he now knew how critical it was that 
he get help. 

Joe finished the program and was discharged. He has faithfully 
followed up with outpatient care and attends Narcotics Anonymous 
meetings weekly. He has not missed Sunday Mass or Holy Day Mass 
since. I pray daily to St. Pio to continue to heal Joe and to keep him 
strong in his recovery. Recently, we took a weekend trip to the beach 
with my family. While sitting in the back of the church at Sunday Mass, 
Joe leaned over and whispered, “St. Pio is watching us.” I looked up to 
find an enormous picture of St. Pio on the wall directly beside us. Thank 
you St. Pio for giving Joe his life back. 

— Karen Merritt 


I Could Feel the Presence of Padre Pio I learned about Padre Pio 
through the newsletter called Pray, Hope, and Don’t Worry which I 
found in the church vestibule at Good Shepherd parish in San Diego. I 
attend Our Mother of Perpetual Help Novena at my parish and one 


Tuesday night at the Novena, when I looked at the picture of Our 
Mother of Perpetual Help, I seemed to see Padre Pio looking at me. 

In February 2006, I had a hemorrhagic stroke after having a heated 
argument with my sister. I was lying unconscious on the floor when 
paramedics came and rushed me to the hospital. The right side of my 
brain was bleeding and the left side of my body was paralyzed. It was 
uncertain whether I would live through the night. I remained in a coma 
for three weeks in the Intensive Care Unit. The neurosurgeons told my 
family to look for a nursing home for me because even if I came out of 
the coma I would be nothing but a vegetable. I did come out of the coma 
and I was able to walk and to speak with no difficulty. During my 
hospitalization I could always feel the presence of Padre Pio and Mother 
Mary with me. 

— Danilo Ganzon 


A Great Burden Had Been Lifted I recently went to the Catholic 
women’s prayer breakfast, the Magnificat. The talk that was given was 
on Padre Pio. After the talk, some of the relics of Padre Pio were there 
for veneration. I touched my Rosary to the relics and as I did so I felt a 
kind of jolt go through my body. I felt very light as if a great burden had 
been lifted off of me. At the same time I thought of my mother. My 
mother was very much into the occult. She was always trying to get me 
involved in it too but I refused. Even so, I have always felt this hanging 
over me. All of my life ’ ve looked for ways to be rid of this feeling, but 
to no avail. When I touched the relic of Padre Pio, I felt at last that I was 
released from the darkness that I often felt around me. I feel totally 
renewed. My friend who was with me said, “Look how your Rosary is 
shining.” I looked at it then and the crystals were indeed shining. The 
silver too looked different. It looked brand new. The Rosary had been 
given to me by my mother more than fifty years ago. Thank you, God. 

— Elva Eastman 


My Father was Close to Death My father, Michael DeMaria, is 
greatly devoted to Padre Pio. His own father, my grandfather, had gone 


to confession to Padre Pio in the late 1940’s. When he went into the 
confessional, Padre Pio greeted him by his first name, John. My 
grandfather asked him how he knew his name and he told him simply 
that he knew many things. Padre Pio also told my grandfather that he 
would have a very good life in America and his words proved to be true. 
Things went very well for my grandfather when he moved to America. 

My father had a very serious fall which caused bleeding in his brain. 
He was close to death. He was taken to the hospital in Akron, Ohio, and 
had brain surgery. My mother was told by the doctors to get all of his 
affairs in order because he was not expected to live. When I visited him 
in the Intensive Care Unit of the hospital, his kidneys were failing and 
besides the bleeding in his brain, he had many other serious health 
problems and complications too numerous to mention. 

I printed out some testimonials about people who were gravely ill 
who had been healed through the intercession of Padre Pio. I taped them 
to the wall in the hospital beside my father’s bed. That was when my 
father told me that Padre Pio had come to him and stood beside his bed 
and prayed for him. Padre Pio assured him that he would be all right. He 
said that Padre Pio spoke to him in English. My father even described 
the brown robe that he was wearing. My father was in Intensive Care for 
many weeks and in the hospital for a total of six months. That was three 
years ago. In 2006, my father celebrated his 81st birthday. Our family 
knows, without the intercession of Padre Pio, my dad would not be here. 
When we visited the Padre Pio shrine in Pennsylvania, my father had an 
opportunity to hold Padre Pio’s glove. As he looked around at the 
grounds of the shrine, my father said softly, “This is what Heaven must 
be like.” 


— Denise DeMaria Bowman 


My Son Came to See Me from Heaven My son Frankie was 
diagnosed with osteosarcoma (bone cancer) in July of 2005. He fought a 
long and hard battle against this illness for twenty-seven months. He had 
four lung surgeries, amputation of his leg, radiation, and countless 
rounds of chemotherapy. He also developed a secondary cancer, 


leukemia. During his ordeal, Frankie kept hopeful and prayerful. He 
kept Jesus as the center of his life, and prayed to his patron saint, Padre 
Pio, whose picture he always kept with him. Frankie died on Sept. 14, 
2007. He was seventeen years old. 

The morning of Frankie’s Mass of Christian Burial, my family and I 
were at the funeral home where there had been a public viewing of 
Frankie’s body for two days. When it was almost time to say goodbye to 
my son and go to St. Ephrem’s in Brooklyn for the funeral Mass, I felt 
my strength failing me. I dreaded this final time, knowing I would never 
see my son again. At that moment I prayed to Padre Pio, begging him to 
help me. The moment I finished my prayer, into the funeral home 
walked Ray Ewen. Ray had met Padre Pio in 1945 when he served in 
the U.S. military and was sent overseas to Italy. Ray has been a great 
promoter of Padre Pio ever since. 

Ray prayed for my son and he prayed for me. As he prayed, I felt a 
great sense of peace come over me and I received the strength I needed 
so badly. I know that Ray’s presence was an answer to my prayer. Ray 
does not live close by but he told me that when he woke up that 
morning, he felt a very strong urge to get to the funeral home and see 
Frankie. It was not easy for him to find a ride but he managed to find 
one with a friend who was also very devoted to Padre Pio. 

The celebrant of Frankie’s funeral Mass was Father Gerard Sauer. 
He was joined by four others priests and more than 1,000 people 
attended. Two beautiful eulogies were said, one by Frankie’s best 
friend, Gennaro Anzalone and the other by Dr. Joseph Marino, the 
Principal of Frankie’s school, Xaverian High School in Brooklyn. Dr. 
Marino told all present about Frankie’s faith in God and his devotion to 
Padre Pio. 

It wasn’t long afterward that I had a vivid dream about my son. In 
my dream, Frankie looked well and he was breathing easily. I thought 
that he was alive again. He let me know that he was in Heaven and only 
back to speak to me for a moment. He told me that he was in a place that 
was so beautiful that it was impossible to describe. He also told me he 
was with other children. I asked him if Padre Pio was there. Frankie 


looked at me and said, “Padre Pio was there to meet me when I arrived.” 


— Camille Loccisano 


I Thank Padre Pio from the Bottom of my Heart I would like to 
give thanks to Padre Pio who has interceded for me throughout my life. 
I graduated from Sheffield Hallam University in Yorkshire in the north 
of England in 1983. At that time, I lived in a rented room above a 
bookshop and was far away from my home in Scotland. The bookshop 
had a lot of Marxist, anarchist, and communistic books. I had access to 
all the reading material and I had read a lot of the books on Marx and 
Freud. I looked to science and reason rather than faith to explain human 
existence. I considered myself an atheist and a Marxist. 

The bookshop also had a variety of other kinds of secular reading 
material and had a contract to supply the city library with books. One 
night while browsing through the stacks, I came across John 
McCaffrey’s, Tales of Padre Pio. { read the book at one sitting and was 
deeply impressed. The next morning I received a letter from my mother 
containing a Padre Pio prayer card and relic. It was at a time in my life 
when I was scared and uncertain about the future. I decided to make the 
prayer novena to Padre Pio to ask for guidance in my life. As a result, I 
won a scholarship to study for a postgraduate degree in Glasgow, 
Scotland. Padre Pio has been my protector and benefactor ever since and 
he has never failed me, even in my darkest times. I love and thank him 
from the bottom of my heart for helping me to reaffirm the beauty and 
peace of my Catholic faith. Viva Padre Pio! 

— Kenny Keegan 


Someone in Heaven was Praying for Me I was raised in the 
Pentecostal church, as my father and my relatives on his side were all 
Pentecostals. My mother was a Catholic. However, she never taught me 
anything about her faith and then she passed away due to kidney 
disease. When I was thirty-six years old, my health started declining. A 
friend gave me a book about Padre Pio and one day when I was at the 
hospital, while waiting to see the doctor, I started reading the book. I 


wanted to learn more about my mother’s Catholic faith. That day, the 
doctor told me that I had kidney failure. In 2003, I started on kidney 
dialysis. I had other serious health problems as well. I had an enlarged 
heart and on one occasion, I went into cardiac arrest. I collapsed and 
was in a place of total darkness. I felt myself pushing frantically against 
a black wall. I could hear my two daughters in the next room. All I 
could think of was to ask God not to let me die. Iam a single parent and 
I wanted to live to see my girls grow up. I survived the experience but it 
was very frightening. My doctor told me I was very lucky to be alive. 

My neighbor invited me and my daughters to go to church with her 
and I began studying the Catholic faith with the parish priest, Father 
Francis. However, I was getting sicker and sicker each day. I had been 
on the kidney transplant list for one year. In 2007, I started a novena to 
Padre Pio, for healing. I would pray the novena while on dialysis. I 
became friends with a woman named Patsy who was on the dialysis 
machine next to mine. We talked together about Padre Pio and she too 
was praying to him. On the ninth day of the novena, while I was on the 
dialysis machine, I raised a cross I was holding and kissed it and before 
I could even begin the novena prayer to Padre Pio, I heard one of the 
nurses shouting for joy and saying to me, “We have a kidney for you!” 
Patsy was so happy for me that she began to cry. Three days earlier I 
had told Patsy that I was so tired and in so much pain that I was ready to 
die. 

I had the kidney transplant and am doing so much better. Father 
Francis told me that there was someone in Heaven who was praying for 
me. I immediately knew that it was Padre Pio and also my mother. My 
daughters and I were baptized into the Catholic church in December. 
We chose Pia as our confirmation names. 

— Maria Giuseppa Pia Camilla 


I Tried to Help You My husband, Ricardo and I made a pilgrimage 
to San Giovanni Rotondo in 2005 to visit the church and friary where 
Padre Pio spent so many years of his life. It was a beautiful experience. 
We stayed at a hotel close by and one of the employees there was named 


Louie. He helped us in many ways, especially by giving us information 
on how to make a pilgrimage to the shrine of St. Michael the Archangel 
which is near San Giovanni Rotondo. Padre Pio, in his younger years, 
had visited the shrine of St. Michael the Archangel and he often 
encouraged people to go there. 

Louie told us that his father had lived in the same area where Padre 
Pio lived and had met him. One night, Louie’s father had a vivid dream. 
In his dream, he saw Padre Pio who said to him, “Get up at once and get 
your animals because they are being stolen at this very moment!” The 
dream was so vivid that Louie’s father woke up, but he did not feel well 
so he decided not to get up to check on his animals. The next morning 
he discovered that they had been stolen. The next time he went to the 
church, Padre Pio shook his head and simply said, “I tried to help you.” 

— Dolores Valadez 


Pray to St. Michael the Archangel In the early 1950’s, my brother, 
Francis Briguori, made a trip from Naples to San Giovanni Rotondo to 
see Padre Pio. He was able to make his confession to him. While 
making his confession, he told Padre Pio that he wanted to join the Navy 
but did not think he would be accepted because he had a heart defect. 
Padre Pio looked at him with a very piercing gaze and said, “Tu Vai, 
Kapish!” which means, “You go! Do you understand?” At the end of the 
confession Padre Pio told my brother to pray to St. Michael the 
Archangel. He said to my brother, “Michael is your name, too.” My 
brother’s name is Francis Mario Michael Briguori. He was so 
completely taken aback that Padre Pio knew his name that when he left 
the confessional, he told all the people waiting in the sacristy, “I can’t 
believe it. He knew my name!” 

Right after that, my brother applied for enlistment into the Navy. On 
the day that he went for his medical examination, there were many other 
young men there who were also having their physicals. When my 
brother’s name was called, he was told, “Tu Vai,” the very same words 
that Padre Pio had said to him. Evidently, he looked so healthy that he 
was waved on ahead of the others and was accepted without a physical 


exam. My brother had a wonderful career in the Navy, working in the 
field of shortwave communication. He traveled to many different parts 
of the world and was never sick nor troubled by any problems with his 
heart. My brother told me that as long as he lives, he will never be able 
to forget the way Padre Pio looked at him with those beautiful, piercing 
eyes. 

— Enrichetta Spinelli 


I was Awestruck by Padre Pio’s Appearance In 1953, when I was 
ten years old, my grandparents, Tom and Antoinette Zizzo, who lived in 
a small fishing village outside of Palermo, took me with them to 
Porticello, Italy to visit relatives. We spent three months there. My 
grandparents decided to go to San Giovanni Rotondo to visit Padre Pio. 
When we walked in the church, the Mass had already started and it was 
very crowded. I was standing in the back of the church when I saw 
Padre Pio for the first time. I felt frightened when I saw him. I was 
awestruck by his appearance. I have never had a feeling like it before or 
since. He was so devout, so reverent at the altar. The image of him has 
been with me all these years. 

Father Dominic was living and working with Padre Pio at the time 
of our visit. He arranged for us to have a private meeting with Padre Pio. 
Why he would allow us the privilege of seeing Padre Pio privately when 
there were so many others who wanted to see him, I do not know. He 
talked to us about Padre Pio and told us about his stigmata. He then took 
us to a room that was rather large. I remember that there was a 
confessional in it. He gave us instructions to bow and to kiss Padre Pio’s 
hand when he came in. When Padre Pio walked in the room, the fear 
that I felt when I first saw him vanished. However, I forgot Father 
Dominic’s instructions and made a mistake. Instead of kissing Padre 
Pio’s hand, I walked over to him and shook his hand. He was amused by 
what I did and started laughing. Then he patted me on the head. He was 
friendly but reserved. I would say that he seemed just like an ordinary 
person. He told me that I would be successful in my life and his 
prediction came true. I became successful in business. 


When our meeting with Padre Pio was over, he heard my 
grandfather’s confession. After that, my grandfather, who suffered from 
terrible stomach ulcers, was never again bothered by the ulcers. Our 
family did nothing to deserve the private meeting we had with Padre 
Pio. My life has been dictated by the experience and Padre Pio has 
remained a part of my life ever since I met him. I owe my 
accomplishments to God and to prayers that have been answered. I 
continue to pray to Padre Pio and ask for his grace in troubled times. I 
thank God every day for what He has given me. 

— Casper Balistreri 


I Prayed for Padre Pio’s Intercession in my Marriage I am from 
the Philippines and I work as a Sports Events Specialist. My job 
requires a lot of traveling abroad. I was on a work assignment in Jakarta, 
Indonesia when my husband emailed me to say that he wanted a 
separation. The pain that his words caused me cannot be described. I 
went to the Catholic Cathedral in Jakarta and spoke to a priest about my 
marriage situation. The priest told me that I should remain with my 
husband. Several days later I went back to the Cathedral for Sunday 
Mass and spoke to another priest. He gave me the same message as the 
first priest. I prayed for guidance in reading the Holy Scriptures and 
when I opened my Bible, there were the words of Jesus on divorce. 

I was calling my husband on the phone and sending him text 
messages but he would not answer them or communicate with me. I 
prayed to Padre Pio for the healing of my marriage. One night I had a 
dream. I dreamed that I had come back from my work abroad and there 
was an old man in my house. The hood of his black coat was pulled up 
on his head. In my dream, my husband was there in the house too. He 
was smiling at me and he embraced me with love. All was well. After 
that dream, I felt stronger emotionally. I felt I was not alone in facing 
my problems. 

I continued to pray to Padre Pio for his intercession. When I finished 
my job assignment and returned to my home in the Philippines, I was 
nervous. I did not know what to expect. It turned out to be one of the 


most beautiful homecomings I ever had. The love that my husband 
expressed to me was something that I had not felt from him for a long 
time. I believe that it was Padre Pio in my dream, telling me that he was 
praying for me. 

— Malyn 


I Ask for Your Prayers I ask for your prayers as I am at a place in 
my life where I am in great need of God’s help and direction. Some time 
ago, I had a very vivid dream whereby I saw a man with a dark robe on 
and a beard. In my dream, the man said to me, “I was wondering if you 
would like to become a nun, after your children are raised?” I told him 
that I did not think so. But I said that I did have some things that I 
wanted to do for God once my children were raised. He said to me, “But 
what are you planning to do for God right now?” Shortly after that 
dream, I went to confession to Father Solcia at Our Lady of the Rosary 
parish. At the end of the confession, Father Solcia handed me a prayer 
card and said, “Padre Pio is praying for you.” On the prayer card was a 
picture of the same man I had seen in my dream. Below the picture was 
his name, “Padre Pio.” 

— Name Withheld 


The Blessed Little Hand In 2005, I went on a pilgrimage to San 
Giovanni Rotondo. While there, we celebrated Mass next to Padre Pio’s 
tomb. After that, I had a great desire to learn more about Padre Pio. 
When I returned home, I ordered a statue of Padre Pio from a Catholic 
organization. The statue arrived with one hand missing. I was so 
disappointed that I started crying. However, as I looked further I found 
the missing hand in the box that the statue had come in. I did not have 
any strength in my body at the time and I was in a lot of pain. I took the 
little hand of Padre Pio’s in my own and prayed. I have been pain free 
ever since. I thank God and I thank Padre Pio. I have taken the blessed 
little hand to the hospital on a number of occasions and have prayed 
with the patients there. It has helped a lot of people, including stroke 
victims and many others. 


— Socorro Zamora 


The Doctors were Amazed My mother, Margaret McVeigh, went 
into a coma and we were told by her doctors that she would not live. We 
began to pray to Padre Pio and we asked him to give our mother two 
more years of life. The doctor told us that it would not matter how many 
prayers we prayed because our mother was going to die. He believed 
that she would die within two days. Much to the doctor’s amazement 
and also to our own, our mother came out of the coma. She lived for two 
more years, the years that we asked Padre Pio for. We thank him from 
the bottom of our hearts. 

— Elizabeth and Bernadette McVeigh 


Padre Pio Touched Me and the Pain was Gone In the early fall of 
2007, I sprained my foot. The pain increased throughout the day and by 
the evening, the pain was so great that I could not walk at all. That night 
I had to be carried to my bed. I was worried and I was wondering how I 
would manage since I could not walk. I finally fell asleep. That night I 
dreamed that I was in a large church and I was laying on the floor 
because I was unable to walk. Padre Pio was led into the church by two 
men. He knelt down near me to pray. There was a relic of St. Anthony 
in the church and that was why he had come. Before he left, he put his 
hand out and touched my foot where the sprain had occurred. Then he 
touched my hand. After that, many other people began to reach out to 
him. I woke up immediately from the dream and noticed that my foot 
was no longer throbbing. In fact, I was able to get up and walk to the 
other end of the house by myself. The injury healed quite quickly and 
there was no permanent damage. 

— Krysten Hager 


My Friend Brought Padre Pio’s Prayers to the Hospital My 
brother, Mateo Garcia, was hospitalized at the Chong Hua General 
Hospital in the Philippines on August 20, 2007. He suffered from 
bleeding peptic ulcer disease, chronic liver disease, sepsis, 


osteomyelitis, cellulitis and intravascular disease. He also had internal 
bleeding that the doctors could not arrest. He was given more than 
seventy blood transfusions. I asked the doctor to tell us the real score 
about my brother’s condition so that we could prepare ourselves. The 
doctor told us that it was just a matter of time. Mateo was going to die. 

My brother Ricardo and I went to Mateo’s bedside in the Intensive 
Care Unit and we all prayed together. We recited the prayers our parents 
taught us when we were little - “Jesus, Mary and Joseph, I give you my 
heart and my soul. Jesus, Mary and Joseph, assist me in my last agony. 
Jesus, Mary and Joseph, I breathe forth my soul in peace with you.” 
When Mateo fell asleep, Ricardo and I left the hospital, feeling very 
forlorn. We begged God to give us the strength to accept His will for 
our brother. 

The next day, one of the Chinese doctors gave my brother a herbal 
medicine. A good friend stopped by the hospital and brought us a 
framed picture of Padre Pio, Padre Pio’s novena to the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus and a prayer leaflet with a tiny relic of Padre Pio on it. Mateo and 
I kissed the relic and returned it to my friend. Earnestly and from our 
hearts, Ricardo and I prayed the prayers of Padre Pio with Mateo. The 
following day, when we came to see Mateo in the ICU, we learned that 
the bleeding had stopped altogether. My brother was discharged from 
the hospital on the 15th of September. He is now recuperating at home. 
Thanks be to God and to the intercession of St. Pio! 


— Josefina Garcia Serranilla 


“It is a Beautiful Prayer,’ the Young Man Told Me When I was 
in formation for the diaconate, I assisted at a nearby hospital as a 
volunteer chaplain. One day, on arriving at the hospital, there was a note 
for me that one of the patients requested a visit. I went to the room and 
found a very nice looking young man in his late twenties. He told me 
that he was in a lot of pain and also that he was very depressed because 
he had a relapse and had started using drugs again. He was in the 
hospital for drug related problems. He was so happy that I had come to 
visit him. 


He told me that his father had introduced him to hard drugs when he 
was just thirteen years old and they used drugs together on a regular 
basis. He said that due to drugs, four times he had gone into cardiac 
arrest and had been declared clinically dead. He had a stroke on one 
occasion due to his drug use and was paralyzed and unable to speak for 
a time. Fortunately his speech and movement both had returned. 
However, he had recently started using drugs again and was very 
disappointed in himself. I told him that even though he had “fallen off 
the wagon,” so to speak, God still loved him and he should never stop 
trying to be free of his addiction. All the time we were talking, the 
nurses and therapists were coming into his room, making it difficult for 
us to talk. “This is just my luck,” he said to me. “I finally get a visitor, 
and the nurses won’t give us a chance to talk.” I handed him the prayer 
of Padre Pio, “Stay with me, Lord,” and told him I would come back 
later in the afternoon. 

When I returned that afternoon, the young man looked so much 
happier. He said he loved the prayer of Padre Pio so much that he had 
called his mother on the telephone and read it to her. The prayer touched 
him so much that he cried while reading it to his mother. He told her 
that he was thinking that he should go back to the Catholic Church. He 
had been away from the Church for a long time. His mother told him 
that she too, would think about returning. After the phone call, he fell 
asleep and he said that he had not slept so peacefully and so deeply in a 
long time. 

I know that Padre Pio’s prayers are powerful and transforming. I 
have seen it on many occasions. I thank God for the blessing of seeing 
His power working in that young man’s heart that day. 

— Deacon Ron Allen 


In the Shade of Padre Pio’s Statue My husband Bob and I first 
learned about Padre Pio by attending a slide presentation on his life at 
the Immaculate Conception parish in Queens, New York. We were both 
very inspired by the presentation. Shortly after that, we attended the 
Feast Day Celebration of Our Lady of Mt. Carmel at Our Lady of Mt. 


Carmel parish in Brooklyn. I took my mother to the celebration in her 
wheelchair. It was extremely hot that day in July. 

I needed to get my mother out of the sun as soon as possible and into 
some shade. I looked everywhere but the only shady place I could see 
was across the street. When I walked across the street, I was surprised to 
see there a shrine that was dedicated to Padre Pio. Danny D’ Agosto, the 
man who had built the shrine, introduced himself to us and unlocked the 
gate so that we could go inside. Beside a beautiful and large bronze 
statue of Padre Pio, my mother was able to get relief from the hot sun. It 
was the only bit of shade in the whole area. Our devotion to Padre Pio 
began to grow as we learned more about him. 

We live in an apartment building in Queens. Recently, after one of 
the employees at our building parked our car, he introduced himself to 
us. His name is Daniel. He said that he noticed the picture of Padre Pio 
that we have on the driver’s side of our car and said that he had received 
his own miracle from Padre Pio. 

Daniel had a growth on his knee which required surgery. His mother 
was so concerned about his condition that she and Daniel traveled from 
Poland to San Giovanni Rotondo. There his mother prayed at Padre 
Pio’s tomb. When they returned to Poland, the doctor examined Daniel 
and discovered that the growth had disappeared. The doctor said that in 
his twenty years of medical practice, he had never seen anything like it. 

— Clotilde and Bob Varone 


A Beautiful Dream Not long ago I had a dream in which I was 
driving in a car with my father. As we were driving, I told my father to 
stop in front of Our Lady of Sorrows parish because I wanted to go 
inside. Our Lady of Sorrows is a parish in my hometown of Kansas City 
but it is not the parish I attend. In my dream, as I entered the church, I 
saw a Statue of a man with a brown robe and a beard. At the base of the 
statue were dozens of beautiful red roses. There was a kneeler in front of 
the statue and so I knelt down there. The statue then spoke to me, 
teaching me how to pray. It was the most beautiful dream I have ever 
had in my life. I often thought about it and wondered who the statue 


was. At Christmas, I received a book about Padre Pio and when I 
opened it, I saw a picture of a statue of Padre Pio that was exactly like 
what I had seen in my dream. Knowing that Padre Pio is helping me in 
my journey through life is a great consolation. 

— Michael Feierabend 


Your Healing Will Come I often spent my time praying before a 
crucifix that is in my parish church. One night I had a dream in which I 
saw Padre Pio. Two Capuchin priests were with him and they were all 
standing in a church, in front of the tabernacle. In my dream, Padre Pio 
pointed at the tabernacle and told me that my healing was going to come 
but it would come through the Blessed Sacrament. Since then, I always 
spend time in adoration of the Blessed Sacrament. Shortly afterward, I 
had an operation and it was very successful. I pray to Padre Pio every 
day of my life, beginning with his chaplet and the Novena to the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus which he prayed daily. 

— Nicoline Kenjing 


Free of Cigarette Addiction I visited the Padre Pio friary in 
Salcete, in Goa, India and became acquainted with Brother Peter, OFM 
Cap. He is one of the Franciscans who lives in the friary. The friary in 
Salcete is about a three hour distance from where I live in Siolim, Goa, 
India. I was able to visit the chapel in the friary that is dedicated to 
Padre Pio. Brother Peter, who is ninety-eight years old, gave me a 
prayer for the intercession of Padre Pio and after having the prayer for a 
number of months, I finally started to say the novena to Padre Pio. I 
prayed to be able to quit smoking and thanks be to God, my prayer was 
answered. After being a smoker for twenty-two years, on March 18, 
2007, I was healed of my addiction to cigarettes. Padre Pio has helped 
me in other difficulties as well and is working wonders in my life and in 
my family’s life. 

— Ballerina Martins Pinto 


A Sweet Fragrance I suffered from a sharp pain in my rib cage for 


four months. The pain was so severe that it became even painful to 
breathe. I went to the emergency room and had further tests and doctor 
visits but the cause remained a mystery. One day, in the mail, I received 
a little medal of Padre Pio. I pinned it on my shirt and right after that, 
the pain left and has never returned. A short time later, I woke up from a 
sound sleep to a very unusual and sweet fragrance that was in my 
bedroom. I do not use perfume so I could not understand what it was. 
The next morning, as soon as I woke up, I noticed the Padre Pio 
newsletter, Pray, Hope, and Don’t Worry on my table. I had picked it up 
at church. The title of the newsletter was, The Extraordinary Perfume of 
Padre Pio. 1 read the story about Padre Pio’s perfume and then I 
understood. Thank you, St. Pio. Never in my wildest dreams would I 
have thought that your spirit would visit me in such a way. 
— Angie Delarosa 


The Next Morning, I Had a Strong Urge to go to Confession My 
mother had a friend who was going to have a relic of Padre Pio brought 
to her home by a priest. She invited my mother to come to her house on 
the day that the priest was scheduled to visit. The gathering was to be at 
one o’clock in the afternoon. My mother invited me to go with her but I 
was not interested. I had never heard of Padre Pio so I declined the 
invitation. About five minutes before the set time of the gathering, I 
suddenly changed my mind and decided to go with my mother. 

When we arrived at her friend’s house, there were about six people 
there. One had cancer and several of the others were sick. The priest 
passed Padre Pio’s glove to each person. The people held the glove and 
prayed in silence for their needs. 

At that time, I was not a practicing Catholic. I did not know what to 
pray for when the glove was passed to me. I felt that my life was going 
along fine and that I had nothing to ask for so I prayed for my children. 
While holding the glove, I began to cry. I thought that was indeed 
strange since I did not know anything about Padre Pio. 

The next morning when I woke up, I had a strong urge to go to 
confession. I had not been to confession in twenty years. I made my 


confession and told the priest about Padre Pio’s relic. I told him that 
after I held the relic, something changed inside of me. The priest told 
me that I was in a state of grace. I have gone to Mass every Sunday 
since that day, six years ago when I held Padre Pio’s glove in my hand. I 
do pray to St. Pio and I trust in him as an intercessor with our Lord. 

— Stephanie Nicolo 


Through the Night, My Mother Prayed to Padre Pio On March 6, 
2003, I suffered a near fatal accident when I fell down some basement 
stairs in a friend’s house. I was taken to the Nassau University Medical 
Center in East Meadow, New York. I suffered three fractures to my 
spine and severe brain trauma. I became comatose. The doctors told my 
family that I had very little chance of survival. 

My mother, who lives in Florida, has had a great devotion to Padre 
Pio for as long as I can remember. She has a small relic of Padre Pio, a 
piece of his habit. She took the relic and taped it to a photograph of me. 
She began a prayer vigil, and through the night prayed to Padre Pio, 
asking for his intercession. The morning after my mother’s prayer vigil, 
I awoke from the coma which I had been in for eleven days. Still, the 
doctors were not optimistic. They only gave me a fifty-fifty chance of 
recovery. I remained in the Intensive Care Unit of the hospital for 
twenty-one days. But I continued to make steady progress and finally 
was released from the hospital. 

On one of my follow-up appointments at the hospital, I ran into 
some of the doctors who worked in the Intensive Care Unit. My 
memory of them naturally was a little hazy but they recognized me 
because they had treated me. I greeted them and they stared at me with 
incredulous expressions on their faces. The senior doctor said, “Look at 
you, walking and talking! You are the miracle man!” I almost wept 
when the doctor said that to me. I learned that “miracle man” was the 
nickname that the hospital staff had given me. 

This experience, this near brush with death, changed me completely. 
I used to be a non-practicing Catholic, living in sin, going to Mass on 
Christmas and Easter only. I have now returned to the Catholic Church 


in earnest. I carry Padre Pio’s relic with me now at all times. I may be 
called the miracle man by the doctors, but we all know who the real 
miracle man is! From the bottom of my heart, thank you St. Pio for not 
losing faith in this sinner. 

— Peter D. Bove 


She Will be Drawing Water from the Well Padre Pio is no 
stranger to my family. In the 1950’s, my cousin Sara wanted desperately 
to become a nun but could not leave home because of her mother Rosa’s 
very poor health. Sara was taking care of her and she did not feel she 
could leave her to enter the convent. She wanted to talk to Padre Pio 
about it so she contacted San Giovanni Rotondo and then she and her 
father traveled by train from their home in Sant’ Alfio, Sicily to speak to 
him. 

During the train ride, Sara and her father had something to eat. 
During the meal, her father accidently spilled some wine on his 
clothing. Sara felt very embarrassed to think that Padre Pio might see 
the wine stains on her father’s clothing or even worse that they would 
greet Padre Pio with her father smelling of wine. She gave her father a 
scolding. 

When they were finally able to speak to Padre Pio, he assured her 
that she would be able to enter the convent and that her mother would be 
fine. In fact, Padre Pio told them that upon their return home, they 
would find Rosa drawing water from the well. This was impossible for 
her to do since she suffered from serious heart problems and was too 
weak to perform even the simplest and most menial tasks. During their 
conversation, Padre Pio told Sara not to ever scold her father again. 

My cousin was shocked that Padre Pio knew that this had happened 
on the train. Needless to say, when they returned home, they found Rosa 
drawing water from the well just as Padre Pio assured them. Rosa 
regained her health immediately and miraculously. Sara was able to 
leave home and enter the convent. I am also proud to say that I have 
experienced Padre Pio’s love and intercession in my own life and also 
with my immediate family. We too have received many graces through 


the intercession of Padre Pio. 
— Rosa Del Popolo 


A Medical Miracle My family and extended family are from Italy 
and some of them knew Padre Pio. My grandfather, Cosmo Orlando, 
who was a farmer, remembered Padre Pio from the early days. He said 
that Padre Pio was always the one boy who acted as mediator when 
disputes arose among friends. 

My father was twelve-years-old when he moved to America. His 
mother took him to the monastery to say goodbye to Padre Pio. My 
father remembers vividly taking hold of Padre Pio’s hand when saying 
goodbye to him. 

In 1958, while on deck in a baseball contest, I was struck in the head 
with the bat from the player who had just struck out at the plate. I was 
eight years old at the time. I suffered a double skull fracture and 
underwent an eight- hour operation. My life was in the hands of two 
wonderful neurosurgeons, Dr. Greenberg and Dr. Fromm. Although, I 
survived the operation, Dr. Greenberg informed my mother that the 
prognosis was very dim. I would probably suffer permanent brain 
damage and thus a normal life was not likely. 

My grandfather, who had an undying belief in Padre Pio, possessed 
one of his gloves. It was placed on my forehead in the hospital. When I 
was released from the hospital, I continued my recuperation and a 
month later, I was able to return to school. After that, I never looked 
back, even though a plate was inserted in my head the following year. I 
remained under Dr. Greenberg’s care until I turned twenty-one years 
old. He always told my mother and me that he could not explain my 
recovery, especially since a part of my brain had to be removed from the 
left lobe. Dr. Greenberg used to say that someone else or something else 
assisted me. He concluded that my recovery was a medical miracle. My 
father retains the glove of Padre Pio to this day. 

— Joseph Orlando 


A Bicycle Accident I have a strong devotion to Padre Pio and have 


prayed that he would accept me as one of his spiritual children. Not long 
ago I had a very serious mountain biking accident in which I broke five 
of my ribs and punctured my lung. My accident occurred in a valley 
which was about forty-five minutes away from the nearest road. There 
was no one nearby to help me. I could barely breathe and I was choking 
on my blood. I felt like I was dying. I thought of my family and I 
wanted to live so that I could take care of them. I began to pray to Padre 
Pio and the Blessed Virgin Mary to help me. Although still in pain, after 
praying to Padre Pio and the Virgin Mary, I was able to breathe much 
easier and the bleeding subsided. It took over an hour for the paramedics 
to arrive and then I was life-flighted to the hospital. I believe without the 
help of Padre Pio and the Blessed Mother Mary I would not have made 
it out of that valley alive. Thank you Padre Pio and our Holy Mother in 
Heaven. 
— Caterina Brott 


A Transformation in My Life I am twenty years old and a student 
of the University for Development Studies in Ghana, West Africa. I 
recently read about Padre Pio on the website and listened to his voice 
and read the many testimonials recorded. My heart was so touched by 
what I read. I began to pray his “Prayer after Holy Communion” every 
day. Since then, I have seen a transformation in my life, morally, 
socially, and even academically. 

— Ayinbora Joshua 


Pray for the Souls in Purgatory In 1964, I traveled from the 
Philippines to San Giovanni Rotondo with my family to visit Padre Pio. 
However, we were unable to see him because he was ill at the time and 
we left San Giovanni disappointed and with heavy hearts. But on June 7, 
2006, I was able to go there once again. I was able to view his relics and 
see his home and church. I saw the brand new and modern-looking 
basilica that has been erected in his honor. But it is to the older church 
of Our Lady of Grace that I was drawn. There I felt the presence of 
Padre Pio very strongly. In the old church I knelt beside Padre Pio’s 


confessional and prayed to him and made a general confession. I tried to 
recall the many, many sins of my life and I humbly asked his 
intercession for God’s pardon. Then, in my heart, I felt Padre Pio talking 
to me. I felt that he was asking me to say one Our Father, one Hail 
Mary, and one Glory Be, for the souls in Purgatory, every day for the 
rest of my life. 

Afterwards, I went to the bookstore that is inside the church. There I 
saw a book with Padre Pio’s picture on the cover titled, “The Holy 
Souls.” I purchased the book and learned that Padre Pio offered his 
Masses, prayers and sufferings for the release of the Holy Souls who are 
in Purgatory. I had no knowledge of this before I read the book. I feel 
that my prayer was heard by Padre Pio and that he truly spoke to me in 
my heart. Padre Pio truly lives. Viva Padre Pio! 

— Carmelino P. Alvendia Jr. 


Padre Pio’s Whole Being Inspired Me I was in the military during 
World War II, stationed in Foggia, Italy. I was assigned to a photo 
reconnaissance squadron and I heard about Padre Pio from the 
townspeople in Foggia. One day I decided to visit him so I took two 
other G.I.’s with me and drove a military jeep up the mountain to the 
monastery. It was in 1945 and I was twenty-one years old. I attended his 
Mass and felt very fortunate as all of the soldiers that were present were 
invited to sit right up on the altar, very close to Padre Pio. I was able to 
clearly see the wounds on his hands. Seeing his devotion at Mass was a 
very moving experience. He celebrated Mass in such a way that I was 
able to comprehend the sacredness of the Mass. His whole being 
inspired me. 

Padre Pio was a very humble man and at the same time he was open 
and friendly. I had learned that Padre Pio liked grapefruit juice, so on 
my second visit to San Giovanni Rotondo I brought him some juice. 

Meeting Padre Pio and attending his Mass truly changed my life. It 
was a great blessing. I have never met anyone in my life who had such a 
great devotion to God. Many years have gone by, but my wife and I still 
feel his presence with us. It is overwhelming. 


— Jim Cunningham 


Falsely Accused Recently I was falsely accused in a custody battle 
and put through a living hell. All the while, I prayed to Padre Pio to help 
me and I carried a relic of his with me at all times. I received his 
intercession for my name has been cleared. The person who was 
responsible for the false accusations was held on six charges of 
contempt of court. 

— Name Withheld 


Padre Pio Was Welcoming Him I had the honor of knowing a very 
wonderful man named Fred D’ Angelo. Fred went to Mass every day and 
he did this throughout his entire life. He lived in Lawrence, 
Massachusetts and I met him at my parish, “Our Lady of Mt. Carmel.” 
Fred lived in Italy in the 1940’s and he used to visit Padre Pio’s 
monastery. He served at the altar at Padre Pio’s Mass. 

He told me that one time he took a pair of Padre Pio’s gloves 
because he wanted to have a souvenir to remember him by. When Padre 
Pio was looking for his gloves one day, Fred admitted to him that he had 
taken them. Padre Pio told him that all he had to do was ask, and he 
would have given them to him. He told Fred never again to take 
anything that did not belong to him. Then he told him that he was 
forgiven. Fred also told me that Padre Pio was very annoyed by the 
crowds of people who constantly pressed in on him, trying to touch his 
habit, etc. Fred always had a special glow about him whenever he talked 
to me about Padre Pio. 

Before Fred passed away, he had to go to a nursing home. He spent 
all of his time there in prayer and in the chapel saying his Rosary. He 
told me that Padre Pio had come to him in the hospital. Padre Pio was in 
a very large place, like a town. It was a pleasant place and everyone was 
friendly and welcoming. Padre Pio wanted Fred to join him there and 
was welcoming him. Shortly after that, Fred passed away. 


— Kay Bonanno 


I Had No More Pain I had to have a very serious operation in 
which one of my kidneys was removed. As a result, I nearly died. After 
spending many weeks in the hospital, my doctor finally let me come 
home. My grandfather, who has already passed away, was deeply 
devoted to Padre Pio. I felt that I had come through the surgery by 
prayer and by faith. However, I was unable to walk, feed myself or do 
anything for myself. My mother was taking care of me and I was 
dependent on her for everything. 

The pain and discomfort that I felt was almost unbearable and 
because of it, I had to take diamorphine several times a day. One day a 
neighbor came to the door. She asked my mother if she could see me. 
When she came in my bedroom I was surprised because I did not know 
her very well. I did know that she had a strong faith. She took a small 
box out of her bag and in it was a glove. She told me that it was Padre 
Pio’s glove. She pressed the glove against my side on the area where I 
had the operation. I do not know the circumstances of how my neighbor 
came into possession of Padre Pio’s glove. All I know is that from the 
moment she touched me with it, I had no more pain. I could walk and sit 
up. I was still weak, but from that day forward I began to feel stronger. 
This experience has changed my life. 

— Caroline Millar 


Padre Pio Started Laughing I saw Padre Pio in person when I was 
growing up. It was in 1951 and I was ten years old at the time. My 
mother and I attended his Mass. I was very impressed by him. His tiny 
church could barely hold a handful of peasants. The Mass was very, 
very early in the morning and outside it was freezing. The church 
however was very warm inside. It was a great experience. My mother 
made her confession to Padre Pio. At one point during the confession, 
he started laughing and he said to my mother, “If these things you are 
confessing were sins, then we would all be in Paradise.” She received 
absolution from Padre Pio. 

— Vittorio Manunta 


Saved From a Serious Accident I credit Padre Pio with bringing 
me back to the faith, after having learned of him in the mid 1970’s. He 
made it possible for me to believe what before I could not believe. I 
thought that the Bible and all of the stories of Catholic saints were just 
fairy tales. But after looking at Padre Pio’s life, I could no longer hold 
that view. 

Recently I was mowing my lawn. I was walking backwards, 
finishing the last strip. What I didn’t realize was that I was about to walk 
backwards into a large support beam on my children’s swing set while 
pulling the running lawn mower. In the instant before I would have 
walked backwards into the swing set, Padre Pio popped into my head 
and said, “I’m right behind you.” This caused me to pause. With my 
very next step I felt my heel come against the post that I was about to 
collide with. I have no doubt that I would have fallen, pulling the 
lawnmower over my feet and lower legs. I wasn’t thinking about or 
praying to Padre Pio at the time that he popped into my head. This leads 
me to believe that I received special protection. I praise God for giving 
us Padre Pio. He has helped those like me who could not believe, to 
believe! And I praise God and I thank Padre Pio for saving me from this 
accident. 

— Joe Fusco 


A Blessed Rosary I met Padre Pio during World War II, when I was 
stationed in Cerignola, Italy. Meeting Padre Pio was a blessing that has 
remained with me my entire life. When I returned home to New York 
after the war was over, I used every opportunity to tell others about 
Padre Pio. I have been a parishioner at the Sacred Heart parish in 
Queens for more than sixty years. A number of years ago, our pastor’s 
sister, who was a Dominican nun, asked me if she could borrow the 
Rosary that I have, which was blessed by Padre Pio. I agreed and she 
took it to where she worked at Mary Immaculate Hospital in Jamaica, 
New York. Later, when she returned it, she told me that one of the 
patients in the hospital heard about the Rosary and asked her if he could 
pray with it. He was healed, for right after that he went into surgery to 


have a cancerous tumor removed, and it had disappeared. 
— Ray Ewen 


I Was Given the Last Rites In September 2004, I spent two months 
in the hospital and was placed on life support. I was the victim of a 
shooting. Several times during the operation to remove the bullet, my 
heart stopped. My family asked the doctor to tell them the truth about 
my condition. The doctor said that I had a 3 percent chance of surviving. 
A priest came in the hospital and gave me the Last Rites. 

When I came back to consciousness, I was in excruciating pain. I 
was so weak that I could not even lift my head up from the pillow or 
raise my arms or legs. I have a very big family and for the two months 
that I was in the hospital, they never left my bedside. My family prayed 
to Padre Pio, asking for his intercession so that my life would be spared. 
One of his relics was placed on me. I slowly began to get better. When 
the doctors saw the improvement, they called me a “living miracle.” 
They told me that they had given up hope for my recovery. I believe that 
I am alive today and back to normal because of the intercession of Padre 
Pio. I truly believe Padre Pio gave me back my life. 

— Name Withheld 


I Asked Padre Pio to Send My Husband a Sign I have been 
blessed by praying Padre Pio’s prayers, especially the novena to the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus. I prayed to Padre Pio and asked him to save my 
marriage for I am currently in the process of a divorce. On June 13, 
2008, we went to court regarding the divorce. I prayed to Padre Pio with 
great devotion for his intercession. Four days later, my husband told me 
that he no longer hated me and that he wanted to talk to me about our 
situation. I prayed to Padre Pio to guide my husband and send him a 
sign regarding what he should do with his life. My husband told me that 
he had a dream in which he and I and our son were all together. Glory 
be to God! I know that Padre Pio has heard me and prayed for me to the 
Lord. 

— Name Withheld 


I Told Her to Touch Each Bead and Say “Jesus I Love You” 
About three years ago my niece, Patricia Gail, was diagnosed with 
thymus cancer. She was told to get her affairs in order and to make 
provisions to have someone take care of her two children, for she did 
not have much time left. Gail is not a practicing Christian, but she does 
believe in Jesus as her Savior. I worked at a Catholic Book and Gift 
Shop and bought her a St. Padre Pio Rosary, had it blessed, and took it 
to her in the hospital. I told her about St. Pio and the many healings that 
occurred through him. She informed me that she was not Catholic and 
did not know how to pray the Rosary. 

Her surgery was the next day and time was a factor so I told her just 
to touch each bead of the Rosary and say, “Jesus, I love You.” After the 
surgery, the doctor came to the waiting room and said that he removed 
all of the tumor. He said that it looked to be cancer and the blood work 
showed it to be cancer and that she would most likely need to have 
chemotherapy. At least ten days went by and Gail was so surprised 
when she learned the results of the lab work. The tumor was not 
cancerous and she was healed. Gail was told that she was a miracle. I 
even heard her state that she was a miracle. I thank God for the gift of 
believing and seeing with my soul His marvelous miracles and feeling 
His comforting love. 

— Kathy Bee 


My Uncle’s Whole Life Changed In the 1920’s and 30’s, my father 
and some of my uncles who lived in Texas got involved in trafficking 
illegal liquor from Mexico to the U.S. side of the border. They would 
then sell the illegal liquor in the U.S. My uncle, Eleno Rojas, got caught 
and was sentenced to three to four years in jail. He served his time in El 
Paso, Texas. Being in that jail was a frightening experience. Terrible 
crimes were committed there, not only by the inmates but also by the 
jailers. My uncle feared for his life and wondered whether he would 
survive in that terrible jail. 

Uncle Eleno had learned about Padre Pio through his parents. At the 
time, Padre Pio was a young priest. My uncle prayed all the time that 


God would protect him. One night as he was praying, his cell became 
filled with a beautiful fragrance of roses. He felt a great sense of peace. 
He saw Padre Pio standing in front of him. Padre Pio communicated to 
Uncle Eleno that everything would be all right. Shortly after that 
experience, my uncle was released from jail. He never failed to thank 
Padre Pio for coming to his aide and for the rest of his life he would talk 
about Padre Pio to anyone who would listen. He often spoke of, “the 
miracle that happened in his cell.” Uncle Eleno’s whole life changed 
after that experience with Padre Pio and it changed the lives of the rest 
of the family as well. We all became very devoted to Padre Pio. 

All of my uncles left their former lifestyle behind them and they all 
became successful merchants. My uncle Eleno passed away in 2006. He 
was one hundred years old. Isn’t it strange that I now work at Central 
Jail in Los Angeles and I see what many inmates go through. I see their 
fear and loneliness. I used to see them wearing their rosaries until a rule 
was made that no longer allowed it. I would tell the prisoners, “Don’t 
just wear it around your neck, pray the Rosary as well.” I see that for 
many who are incarcerated, the only thing that can sustain them is their 
faith. 

— Hortencia Perez 


My Grandfather Told me to Pray to Padre Pio My grandfather, 
George Bartoli, went to see Padre Pio twice in his life, the first time in 
1957. He was able to make his confession to Padre Pio. Usually 
confessions to Padre Pio lasted just a few minutes, but after the 
confession was over, Padre Pio and my grandfather talked for a long 
time. It seemed as though Padre Pio was very happy to speak with him 
and was in no hurry to end the conversation. My grandfather was from 
the northern part of Italy. He and Padre Pio talked about many things, 
including the wine and good food from the northern region of Italy. My 
grandfather had a handkerchief with him of a friend who was dying of 
cancer. He spoke to Padre Pio about her. “She will be in Paradise soon,” 
Padre Pio said. Then he blessed the handkerchief saying that perhaps it 
would comfort her. My grandfather had always been a worrier. “Stay 


calm,” Padre Pio repeated to him over and over. My grandfather said 
that Padre Pio had very piercing eyes. 

It was through my grandfather’s love for Padre Pio that I came to 
know and love him as well. I had drifted away from my Catholic faith. 
My husband and I separated and then divorced. I was living alone with 
my daughter and I was depressed. My grandfather was praying very 
hard for me to return to my faith. 

I began to have double vision and then blurry vision and finally no 
vision at all. I was ready to get a seeing-eye dog. The doctor thought 
that I had a stroke but later I was diagnosed with Myasthenia Gravis, a 
neuromuscular disease. The muscles in my eyelids became so weak that 
I could not even hold them open. I was set to have an operation on my 
eyes but there was no guarantee that my sight would be restored. My 
grandfather drove me to a final doctor appointment before the surgery. 
He gave me a relic of Padre Pio and told me to pray to him. I went into 
the examination room and before the doctor came in, I held the relic 
over my eyes and prayed and begged Padre Pio to heal me. My 
grandfather was in the waiting room, praying for me. 

The doctor examined my eyes and then left the room. He came back 
and examined them one more time and then left the room again. He 
came in a third time with another doctor who also examined my eyes. 
Then they both left. I was quite scared. The doctor came in once again 
and told me that he wanted to cancel my surgery because he believed 
that I did not need the operation. The surgery was cancelled. I began to 
get my vision back and it improved daily. The biggest miracle of all was 
that because of the healing of my eyes, my faith was restored and also 
my marriage. My husband and I reconciled and were reunited after 
being apart for over five years. 

— Claudia Bartoli-McKinney 


My Prayer Petition was Taken to Padre Pio’s Tomb I had a dear 
childhood friend, Timothy, who had been homeless for five years after 
struggling with addiction and depression. He had no family and his 
whereabouts was unknown to all of his former friends, including myself. 


I was able to send a written prayer petition concerning Timothy with 
another friend who was visiting the tomb of Padre Pio in San Giovanni 
Rotondo. Out of millions of homeless people, my old friend, Timothy 
was chosen to be helped in a special way by a non-profit organization 
that works to rehabilitate those who are addicted and in great need. They 
raised a lot of money for him, sent him to rehab, and found distant 
family members that he never knew he had. His relatives then took him 
in to their home. He now lives near them, has a job and an apartment. 
He is happy with his new life. The odds of this happening and of me 
finding out about it stagger all comprehension and I give all glory to all 
powerful and all loving God, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, through the 
intercession of Padre Pio. 
— Jim Stewart 


I Thank Padre Pio for my Miracle I had a very bad drug problem 
and had no desire to stop using. My Aunt went to a Padre Pio 
Celebration and prayed to Padre Pio for me. I woke up one morning and 
had no desire to use drugs again. That was 11 years ago. I pray to St. Pio 
and thank him every day for my miracle. I know I am his spiritual child. 

- Name Withheld 


Joanna, Where are you Going? While assisting the homeless, I 
met a woman named Joanna. She had been living on the streets for 
seven years. Each day I would take Joanna food and money. Joanna was 
a Catholic. As the winter months became brutally cold, Joanna 
mentioned to me that she was unsure as to whether she could handle 
another cold winter sleeping on the sidewalk. I ask Joanna if she knew 
who Padre Pio was. She said she had heard of him, but knew very little 
about him. I told Joanna that I was going home to light a candle near my 
Padre Pio statue and that I would have a long talk with Padre Pio about 
her situation. Which I did. The next time I went to see Joanna, she was 
putting all her belongings in an old car. I said, “Joanna, where are you 
going?” She said “I am not going anywhere. A nice lady donated this 
old car to me and now I have a warm place to sleep.” I knew right then 


and there that Padre Pio answered my prayers. 
— Christopher Sales 


Padre Pio Called me, ‘Child of my Heart’ I was ordained to the 
priesthood in 1952 in the diocese of Springfield, Massachusetts. When I 
learned about Padre Pio and that he had the wounds of Christ, I was 
very moved. Each morning at Lauds, as I recited my prayers on my 
knees in front of the Blessed Sacrament, I offered my prayers for Padre 
Pio. I prayed that God would help him in his sufferings. I visited San 
Giovanni Rotondo in 1958 and I was able to make my confession to 
Padre Pio. He told me that he accepted me as his spiritual child and he 
called me, “child of my heart.” 

I have always had a great devotion to the Virgin Mary, our Mother 
and our Queen. I got in the habit of pinning a Miraculous Medal to my 
shirt. When people looked at me or spoke to me, they couldn’t miss the 
medal on my shirt. I asked Padre Pio to pray for my special intention, 
which was to spread devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. He answered 
me and said, “Con tutto il mio cuore” (With all of my heart). 

In 1963, I went to visit Padre Pio once again, this time with Joe 
Peterson. Joe was a postman who worked in the Bronx in New York. He 
made a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo every year on his vacation in order 
to see Padre Pio. Joe eventually moved to Cromwell, Connecticut where 
he had an apartment at Holy Apostles Seminary. He often gave lectures 
on Padre Pio which were very well received. 

While in San Giovanni Rotondo, I told Padre Pio that I was going to 
commission an artist to paint a picture of Our Lady of the Miraculous 
Medal, Queen of the Universe for me. When the painting was done, I 
took it to Padre Pio and asked him to bless it. He was happy to do so. He 
liked the painting so much that he kidded with me and said, “If I was not 
a priest, I would take that painting from you and keep it for myself.” 

Later, a person came up to me and told me that Padre Pio had 
pointed me out to several people and said, “I heard the confession of a 
good American priest today.” My devotion to Padre Pio has remained 
constant for these many years. I was able to order a life size bronze 


statue of Padre Pio from Rome which I placed in front of my house. 
This year, 2011, I turned 93 years old. I truly feel that Padre Pio has 
been with me for all these years. 

— Father Peter Pagano 


A Story I Have Never Forgotten My brother Bill was drafted into 
the U.S. Air Force and served as a tail gunner during World War II. He 
flew 50 missions over Germany. During that time he was stationed in 
Foggia, Italy where the Americans had an air base. 

On one occasion, Bill traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo with one of 
his Air Force buddies in order to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. During the 
Mass, Bill witnessed the stigmata, the wounds Padre Pio suffered. On 
another occasion, the pilot that Bill crewed with, asked him to 
accompany him on a visit to see Padre Pio. They hitchhiked part of the 
way and then walked the rest of the way up the hill to the monastery. 

Bill felt very fortunate to be able to have a private audience with 
Padre Pio. An interpreter was there to help them with the language 
barrier. Bill introduced the pilot to Padre Pio. “You have been here 
before,” Padre Pio said to him. “No, this is my first time coming here,” 
the pilot replied. Padre Pio then said that on a certain date, shortly after 
midnight, he had flown over the monastery. The pilot had no distinct 
recollection of that particular date and gave Bill a puzzled look. 
However, Padre Pio had made quite an impression on him. 

When they got back to the base, the pilot immediately went to his 
log book and looked up the date that Padre Pio had spoken of. Indeed, 
he realized to his amazement, that he would have been flying over the 
monastery at the very time that Padre Pio had mentioned. 

On Christmas Eve of 1945, my family was gathered at my parents’ 
house in West Lynn, Massachusetts. My mother looked out the window 
and there was Bill walking up the street toward our house. We had no 
idea that he was coming home and we were overjoyed at his safe return. 
On that very night, he told us the story of meeting Padre Pio, a story I 
have never forgotten. 


— Marguerite Manning Shea 


Padre Pio’s Mass was Awe-Inspiring In 1958 I was able to make a 
trip to Rome to visit the Holy Father, Pope Pius XII. Three other priests 
from my diocese in Philadelphia accompanied me on the trip. We felt 
very blessed because, along with about fifteen other people, we were 
able to have a private audience with the Holy Father. 

I felt a great sense of the Holy Spirit when we were in the presence 
of Pope Pius XII. He had such a profound and tangible spirituality. The 
priests who were with me, said that they felt the same way. We were 
convinced that we were truly in the presence of a saint. I brought him a 
gift, a zucchetta, which is the small hat the pope traditionally wears. I 
was delighted that he gave me his own zucchetta when I presented him 
with the gift. I treasured it as a relic. 

After that, we went to Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni 
Rotondo. I did not know quite what to expect because at that time, I did 
not know too much about Padre Pio. I will say that if there were any 
doubts in my mind about Padre Pio, those doubts disappeared when I 
attended his Mass. 

The church was very crowded that day. When Padre Pio came in to 
the church, a hush fell over the congregation. It was so quiet during 
Mass that you could have heard a pin drop. His Mass was awe-inspiring. 
I was very close to the altar and I could see the blood from the wounds 
in his hands. It was glistening. 

After the Mass, I, along with the three priests I was with, had the 
privilege to each receive an individual blessing from Padre Pio. I was 
the first to receive the blessing. He put his hand on my head and prayed 
for me. I will say that I felt that I did not want to wash my hair, feeling 
that the blood from his wounded hand had touched it. 


— Monsignor James Mortimer 


Today I am not Alone I was in very rough shape before I came 
across the compassion and miracles of Padre Pio, being very ill myself 
with many complications due to chronic Lyme disease. I suffer from 
seizures, joint problems, and days when I cannot get out of bed due to 
pain. This illness cost me my job, my savings, and my car. I am also 


taking care of my 84 year old aunt, who has diabetes and emphysema, 
and pain in virtually every joint due to arthritis. But worst of all, was the 
daily feeling I had of being a “failure” based upon a past of making 
many poor decisions. I was filled with fear, worry, and other forms of 
errors and sins. I had no idea what it might be like to actually feel like a 
good person. No matter what I did (and I was a nurse and a volunteer for 
many causes) I felt I was very alone in this world. 

Other than my aunt, my family is gone. No matter how many 
prayers I prayed, it never seemed to help. There were days when I felt it 
would be best if I was not here. A few weeks ago, a Christian magazine 
came to my home, and in it was a story about a teenager who had a life- 
threatening accident. His mother was given a prayer card of Padre Pio. 
She prayed to Padre Pio and miraculously, her son began to recover. 

I had never heard of Padre Pio so I started researching him at the 
library and on the internet. I learned about this holy saint of compassion 
and kindness, and I dared to try one more prayer, to ask him for healing 
and help. 

On my way home from the library, I walked past the usual homes 
and noticed the scent of flowers that I could not place. There were no 
blooms in the yards I was passing. In fact, all that was nearby was a gas 
line! I felt the presence of a warm stranger walking with me, but there 
was no one there. I am sure it was Padre Pio. Today, I am not alone. 
Today, I have no pain. Today, I feel that I am loved, and I receive help 
with my many cares. Thank you, St Pio! 

— Mari Rusnak 


I was Able to Forgive my Father I have been praying to Padre Pio 
for my health as I have been unwell lately but I think he interceded for 
me in a different way than I had envisioned. I had issues with my father 
for most of my life. He had been a difficult person to live with and many 
times he was aggressive to me and to my mother. I could not understand 
why she stayed with him and put up with it. When he was hospitalized a 
few weeks ago, I did not go to see him as I still felt a lot of anger toward 
him for what had happened between us. When his condition became 


worse, I was told that he might not have long to live. My mother was 
there at his bedside and I felt that I should go to the hospital for her sake 
and to support her. When I got to the hospital, I was shocked at my 
father’s serious condition. I felt that I needed to pray to Padre Pio for 
him. 

That evening when I returned home, I continued to pray to Padre 
Pio. The next day my father was much worse and was now unconscious. 
I asked Padre Pio to intercede so that my father would not suffer but 
would have a peaceful death. What is amazing is that during that time 
my anger totally disappeared and I was able to fully forgive my father 
and also to ask for forgiveness for some of the things I had said to him 
when he was alive. I was able to hold his hand as he died and he was 
very peaceful and calm. I believe that this was all due to the intercession 
of the blessed Padre Pio whom I have been long devoted to. I want to 
thank Padre Pio again and to let others know of this. I never thought I 
could forgive my father but I now feel at peace with him. 


- Francesca 


God Gave me a Second Chance On September 23, 1968, about 
12:00 in the afternoon, I was wounded in Vietnam. I was an Army Field 
Artillery Officer attached to an armored cavalry battalion. As a forward 
observer, I was responsible for artillery support. We came under enemy 
fire and I was wounded in the chest by small arms fire. The impact of 
the bullet knocked me down and the fire fight continued, while my radio 
telephone operator bandaged my chest and gave me a shot of morphine. 
He laid me in the bottom of a tracked vehicle as the fighting elevated. It 
took about 15-30 minutes to get a helicopter evacuation in to take me 
and the others who were wounded to the city of Chu Lai where there 
was a hospital. During this entire time, I was conscious although I 
almost lost consciousness several times. 

While lying there waiting to be evacuated, my whole brief life of 
twenty-three years passed in front of me. I prayed to God to let me live. 
I was newly married and prayed that He would let me return to my wife. 
God gave me another chance that day. I don’t remember when I was 


introduced to Padre Pio, but I do know that Padre Pio died on September 
23, 1968 and I believe that he died about the same time that God gave 
me a second chance. I have a special devotion to Padre Pio and I 
incorporate his Efficacious Novena to the Sacred Heart of Jesus and his 
meditation after Holy Communion into my daily prayer life. 

— Gerry Murphy 


My Doctor told me to Visit Padre Pio’s Shrine 2011 was a very 
trying time for me and my family. We were financially down as my 
business was suffering from massive uncollected payments and our 
debts were accumulating. My health was failing and I felt sick all the 
time. My doctor gave me a thorough examination but could not find 
anything organically wrong with me. I was depressed and always 
crying. My relationship with my children and my husband was 
suffering. My doctor suggested that I visit the shrine of Padre Pio here in 
Quezon City (Philippines) and he told me that I should ask for healing, 
not just of the body but the mind and the soul as well. I went to the 
shrine successively for 2 months and constantly prayed Padre Pio’s 
Novena. That was in May. Come September of that year, my family 
received a financial blessing which was one of the petitions in my 
Novena. Padre Pio did not only heal my body but our temporal needs as 
well. Ever since then I have been a follower of St. Pio. He showed me 
that with faith, anything is possible! 

-Name Withheld 


Whenever things go wrong, the first casualty is always hope. It is 
fragile, like rare cut glass. We can lose it so easily. St. Paul tells us that, 
for those who follow Christ, there is Someone who protects and saves 
our hope; the Father of Jesus. St. Paul tells us that our hope is safe with 
God. It is well beyond any damage that can be afflicted by human 
disaster or natural cataclysm. God truly holds our hope and guards it. 

- Father Harry Cronin, C.S.C. 


PRAYER FOR THE 
INTERCESSION OF ST. PIO OF 
PIETRELCINA 


O God, You gave St. Pio of Pietrelcina, Capuchin priest, the great 
privilege of participating in a unique way in the Passion of Your Son. 
Grant me through his intercession the grace of... (Here mention your 
petition) which I ardently desire; And above all, grant me the grace of 
living in conformity with the death of Jesus, to arrive at the glory of the 


resurrection. 


Glory be to the Father... (three times) 


EFFICACIOUS NOVENA 
TO THE SACRED HEART 
OF JESUS 


(This novena prayer was recited every day by Padre Pio for all 
those who asked for his prayers) 


I. O my Jesus, You have said, “Truly I say to you, ask and it will be 
given you, seek and you will find, knock and it will be opened to you.” 
Behold, I knock, I seek and ask for the grace of... 

Our Father...Hail Mary...Glory be to the Father... 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, I place all my trust in You. 


II. O my Jesus, You have said, “Truly I say to you, if you ask 
anything of the Father in my name, he will give it to you.” Behold, in 
Your name, I ask the Father for the grace of... 

Our Father...Hail Mary...Glory be to the Father... 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, I place all my trust in You. 


III. O my Jesus, You have said, “Truly I say to you, Heaven and 
earth will pass away but my words will not pass away.” Encouraged by 
Your infallible words, I now ask for the grace of... 

Our Father...Hail Mary...Glory be to the Father... 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, I place all my trust in You. 


O Sacred Heart of Jesus, for whom it is impossible not to have 
compassion on the afflicted, have pity on us poor sinners and grant us 
the grace which we ask of You, through the Sorrowful and Immaculate 
heart of Mary, Your tender mother and ours. 


Hail, Holy Queen, Mother of Mercy, our life, our sweetness and our 


hope. To thee do we cry, poor banished children of Eve. To thee do we 
send up our sighs, mourning and weeping in this valley of tears. Turn, 
then, most gracious Advocate, thine eyes of mercy toward us; and after 
this our exile, show unto us the blessed fruit of thy womb, Jesus. O 
clement, O loving, O sweet Virgin Mary - pray for us, O Holy Mother of 
God; that we may be made worthy of the promises of Christ. 


St. Joseph, foster father of Jesus, pray for us. 


STAY WITH ME LORD 


BY ST. PIO OF PIETRELCINA 


Stay with me, Lord, for it is necessary to have You present so that I do 
not forget You. 
You know how easily I abandon You. 


Stay with me, Lord, because I am weak 
and I need Your strength, 


that I may not fall so often. 


Stay with me, Lord, for You are my life, 
and without You, I am without fervor. 


Stay with me, Lord, for You are my light, 
and without You, I am in darkness. 


Stay with me, Lord, to show me Your will. 


Stay with me, Lord, so that I hear Your voice 
and follow You. 


Stay with me, Lord, for I desire to love You very much, and always be 
in Your company. 


Stay with me, Lord, if You wish me to be faithful to You. 
Stay with me, Lord, for as poor as my soul is, 


I want it to be a place of consolation for You, 
a nest of love. 


Stay with me, Jesus, for it is getting late and the day is coming to a 
close, and life passes; death, judgment, eternity approaches. It is 
necessary to renew my strength, so that I will not stop along the 
way, and for that, I need You. It is getting late and death approaches. 
I fear the darkness, the temptations, the dryness, the cross, the 
sorrows. O how I need You, my Jesus, in this night of exile. 


Stay with me tonight, Jesus, 
in life with all its dangers. I need You. 


Let me recognize You as Your disciples did at the breaking of the bread, 
so that the Eucharistic Communion be the light which disperses the 
darkness, the force which sustains me, the unique joy of my heart. 


Stay with me, Lord, because at the hour of my death, I want to remain 
united to You, if not by communion, at least by grace and love. 


Stay with me, Jesus. I do not ask for divine consolation, because I do 
not merit it, 
but the gift of Your Presence, oh yes, I ask this of You. 


Stay with me, Lord, for it is You alone I look for, Your Love, Your 
Grace, Your Will, Your Heart, Your Spirit, because I love You, and 
ask no other reward 
but to love You more and more. 


With a firm love, I will love You with all my heart while 
on earth, and continue to love You perfectly during all eternity. 


Amen. 


LITANY OF ST. PIO OF 
PIETRELCINA 


Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy. 

Lord, have mercy. Christ hear us. Christ, graciously hear us. 
God the Father of Heaven, have mercy on us. 

God the Son, Redeemer of the have mercy on Us. 

World, 

God the Holy Spirit, have mercy on Us. 

Holy Trinity, One God, have mercy on us. 


Holy Mary, Virgin Immaculate, pray for us. 


St. Pio of Pietrelcina, pray for us. 
Beloved of God, pray for us. 
Imitator of Jesus Christ, pray for us. 
Good shepherd of the people, pray for us. 
Model for priests, pray for us. 
Light of the Church, pray for us. 
Adorer of the Blessed Sacrament, pray for us. 
Faithful son of St. Francis, pray for us. 
Marked with the stigmata of Jesus, pray for us. 
Patient in suffering, pray for us. 
Helper of the dying, pray for us. 
Director of souls, pray for us. 
Heart of gold, pray for us. 
Apostle of mercy, pray for us. 
Worker of miracles, pray for us. 
Consoler of the afflicted, pray for us. 
Lover of the Most Holy Rosary, pray for us. 
Helper of souls in doubt and pray for us. 
darkness, 

Comforter of the sick, pray for us. 
Example of humility, pray for us. 
Source of wisdom, pray for us. 


Mirror of the divine life, pray for us. 


Lover of Jesus Crucified, pray for us. 


Resigned to the will of God, pray for us. 
Doing good upon earth, pray for us. 
Filled with the spirit of self- pray for us. 
sacrifice, 

Our help and hope in all our needs, pray for us. 
Vessel of the Holy Spirit, pray for us. 
Leading us to Christ, pray for us. 
Our spiritual father and advocate, pray for us. 
Crowned with glory in Heaven, pray for us. 


Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world, 
spare us, O Lord. 

Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world, 
graciously hear us, O Lord. 

Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world, 


have mercy on us. 


Pray for us, St. Pio of Pietrelcina, 
That we may be made worthy of the promises of Christ. 


Let us pray: 

God our Father, You helped St. Pio to reflect the image of 
Christ through a life of charity and self-sacrifice. 

May we follow your Son by walking in the footsteps of 
St. Pio of Pietrelcina and by imitating his selfless love. 


Amen. 
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